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To DANIEL GURTEEN, Esq. 

My deab Sib, 

With no ordinary pleagure do I dedicate these pages to you. 

United as we have been for several years in Christian affection, 
I am glad to have the opportunity of giving you this renewed 
expression of my personal regards 

Written at intervals, and under varied circumstances of joy and 
sorrow, they express the feelings of the heart ; hence their brokenness 
and brevity. If they should be the means of ministering courage or 
of whispering peace to any engaged in the great Battle of Life, I 

shall be th ftnlrf ii l . 

That God may increase in us the love of whatever is True and 
Beautiful, and crown our friendship with eternal glory, is the earnest 
prayer of, 

My dear Sir, 

Yours sincerely, 
Havkrhill* the AUTHOR. 

let July, 1862. 
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TEUE AND BEAUTIFUL 



IN 



MAN'S SPIRITUAL EXPERIENCE. 



®fet %m^h fft ^utmt • 



npHE ■world around me is one vast temple filled with dim reli- 
gious light j enough of light to guide my devotion, enough 
of obscurity to awaken my awe ; enough to tell me that I 
must worship, more than enough to convince me that the Deity 
I adore is beyond my highest apprehension. I walk about as 
the visitor to some vast cathedral : the arching dome over- 
whelms me ; I stand reverently before the noble monuments ; 
the very echoes of my own footfaU awaken my concern; and 
when I hear Nature's music hymning her spiritual symphonies, 
and listen to her thousand-tongued ministries, I cannot but 
feel that the earth in which I live is holy ground, the outer 
court of the Temple on High. 

B 
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f ^t §tantifnl 

npRTTE Beauty is moral and spiritual. What is all material 
beauty compared with it ] The song of birds — the starlit 
firmament — the many-coloured rainbow — the expanses of 
evening sky are beautiful. Heaven's light as it streams over 
castle, tower, and town — sunrises upon the Alps — sunset on 
the lake, are beautiful. Men spend health, time, and money 
in search of the beautiful ; but after all it chiefly consists in 
character. Material forms of beauty are illusory, but beauty 
of character has a deathless life; it withers not with the 
bloom on the cheek ; the grave-worm cannot eat into its loveli- 
ness j it is the spirit's covering, and, like the soul it adorns, is 
immortal. The beauties of holiness never fade. 



Wit Bttxtt of fajpuss* 

rPHE great lesson we have to learn is, that the fountain of 
our joy must be within us, and must arise from a right state 
of the heart. Real happiness springs from the soul, brought 
into harmony with truth, holiness, and God. The unrenewed 
man is a stranger to it, the Christian alone possesses it. 
What that joy is may be felt, but cannot be adequately 
described. It is Paradise regained. It is Heaven's own 
light and love shed abroad in the heart. Bimyan would say 
it was the town of Mansoul illuminated, and all its bells 
set ringing. It is the temple of the Holy Ghost redolent 
with precious incense, and vocal with spiritual praise. The 
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dark intellect enlightened, sin's burden removed, conscience 
pacided, every foul demon kept in abeyance or expelled, and 
the light, and love, and beauty of the Lord, casting a more 
than rainbow splendour on the soul, no wonder that, under 
the influence of such a bliss, the Christian should go on his 
way rejoicing. 

rpHE fiills of Niagara may be heard some twenty miles ojff, 
far away amid forests' silence ; so the studious listening 
mind may hear the solemn rush of life's mighty tide, though 
distant from its noisy banks, and it may have a greater 
significance to him than to those who are looking on at its 
fearful eddies. 



TT speaks in the Thwnder, The day is sultry, without 
cloud or wind. Nature herself lies prostrate and panting. 
Suddenly the dark wings of the tempest are outspread, the 
birds seek shelter, whilst the flowers look up meekly to 
heaven, as if silently asking protection from the coming 
storm. Now, a vivid flash, like a fire-robed seraph on some 
urgent embassy, shoots through the gloom, and then clap 
succeeds clap, and roll follows roU^ till it would seem that 
heaven's ruby rocks and jasper mountains had been upheaved, 
and were falling in huge masses through the firmament. 
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It speaks in the Sea, in the gentle ripples of the shore, in 
its maddening dash against the rocky headland, and in the 
murmuring song with which it follows the gallant ship to 
her destined haven. 

It speaks in the Wmd, the death-winged hurricane, the 
healthful gale, and the gentle zephyr. 

Have you an ear to hear the voice of the Lord 1 Do you 
recognise it as your Father's grand and solenm accents 1 
And, in the triumph of that perfect love which casteth out 
fear, can you say, " Speak, Lord, for thy servant heareth" 1 

■ ■ mi" ■ 



nnnE most gigantic form of sin is selfishness. It is the 
golden image which the nations worship ; but love is the 
fiery furnace which shall melt that image down, until it 
becomes a molten sea, reflecting heaven on its bosom. Truth 
is doing much in the world. Faith more ; but they are only 
the milk-white steeds, yoked to Love's chariot, which shall 
carry it through the earth conquering and to conquer. 



A SK Gabriel what his employment is, and he will tell you 

" Rejoicing in the Lord ;" so also the saintly seraphim 

and the spirits of just men made perfect. It is this that 

constitutes their heaven. The martyrs who swam to glory 
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tkrougli seas of blood, — ^the witnesses wlio only cast off their 
sackcloth on the threshold of the Celestial city, — those 
who came out of great tribulation, and washed their robes 
in the blood of the Lamb, rejoice evermore in the Lord. 
Then let me take down my harp, the cares of life have 
too long grown in rank luxuriance around its strings. Too 
long have I been mute in Bjs praise who formed and 
redeemed me. Everything calls upon me for gladness. 
I stand on the grand orchestra of the universe, with a 
thousand melodies floating around me; I will mingle in 
the general harmony. 



rpHREE hundred and sixty-five years have run their course 
since Enoch first gazed upon the light of heaven. Now 
the day of his departure is come^ when he must wing his 
flight to other worlds. May we not suppose that he had 
some premonition of his coming glory) Look at the 
venerable saint; he is standing on the brow of some 
lofty eminence commanding a wide view of Eden's once 
lovely garden. His soul strug^es with sublime thoughts, 
and as he stands in rapt meditation, lo ! a chariot of fire 
with steeds of lightning rolls downward from the skies; 
the face of the good old man glows with an unearthly glory, 
his body imdergoes a mysterious change, he is clothed with 
immortality. And now, swift as thought, he is conveyed up- 
ward to the mount of God. See ! he rises fEister and higher 
still, until at length the clouds close, and Heaven hides him 
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from our view. " Enoch walked with God, and he was not, 
for Grod took him ; and before his translation he had this 
testimony, that he pleased God.'' 



"IfTJ Ltit U DES feel under the sermons they hear, even weep 
at the sufferings of Jesus, and yet remain in their sins. 
Why ? Because the emotion is simply a natural one, what they 
might experience in thinking of the execution of Sir Thomas 
More, or the beheading of Lord "William Bussell — human 
sympathy with human suffering, and nothing more ; it is 
purely religious sentimentality wanting the inspiration of the 
Spirit, «ad destitute of any baptism from on high. 



■♦«**«- 



^triptnn Iwlitritrs. 

pBOCBTTSTES, the robber of Attica, had a famons iron 
^ bedstead, whereon he was wont to Uy ' his victims. K 
they were shorter than it, he stretched them to the desired 
length; if longer, he cut them to fit. Many theologians 
follow his example j they lay truth on the rack of a pre- 
conceived formula, and bring it somehow, and at aU hazards, 
to the required dimensions. 
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f fet lull. 

AN is a jewel robbed of its precious stone, with only tlie 
costly setting left, and even of that we must exclaim, How 
is the gold become dim, and the most fine gold changed ! 



M 



' illi ' 



%\t %\ttt (§mts. 

T^AITH, Hope, Charity. Faith takes me by the hand, assures 
me that what God says is true, and lays open the deep 
broad foundations upon which the temple of religion stands. 
Hope conducts me to the pinnacles of that temple, and with 
uplifted eye and outstretched finger directs me to the blessed 
realization of what is imseen and future. But Love meets 
me at the threshold of the temple, conducts me to the Holy 
of Holies, and ushers me into the yery presence of Deity. 
Daughter of Heaven ! Fair Mistress of the renewed soul ! 
Thy neck is like the tower of David, thy lips are a thread of 
scarlet, thy speech is comely, who can resist thy charms 1 
'< And now abideth Faith, Hope, Charity, these three ; and 
the greatest of these is Charity." 



^txami (S^amMm. 



^^ TTNDEENEATH are the everlasting arms." What 
child of God was ever permitted to fall lower than 
Qod'a ^^ tmdemeath'' f 
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npHE sweet singer of Israel in the twenty-third Psalm blends 
his own natural and spiritual experience. As a boy he had 
often tended the flocks of his £a,ther Jesse, on the hilla of 
Bethlehem, and remembering how he had been taken from 
the sheepcot, and from following the sheep to be ruler over 
Israel, he could say, " The Lord is my Shepherd ; I shall not 
want." 

Sunny memories also lingered in the mind of the Psalmist 
as he thought of the quiet meadows of Palestine, where 
many a livelong day he had reclined on the thick grass by 
the margin of some flowing stream, his flocks grazing aroiind, 
and from the fulness of a gratefrd heart, David could add, 
^< He maketh me to lie down in green pastures : He leadeth 
me beside the still waters." ' Often, too, had he been obliged 
to conduct his flock through those deep ravines, on either 
side of which, in caverns dug out of the rock, slept the em- 
balmed dead ; and recalling, in after years, with what boyish 
fear he had gazed at those solemn apertures, expecting every 
moment to see some ghastly apparition, some unquiet 
spirit, and, moreover, applying it to his own spiritual ex- 
perience, and that world of fears and phantoms in which he 
was a sojourner, he could exclaim as the climax of all, 
" Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of 
Death, I will fear no evil : for Thou art with me ; Thy rod 
and Thy staff they comfort me." 
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npHE genius of the Gospel is peace, which it promotes by 
the diffusion of purity ; the wisdom that cometh jfrom 
above being first pure, then peaceable. Peacemakers love 
God supremely, and live for the highest good of man. In 
the family circle they are a ray of sunshine, in the church 
they are fragrant as aromatics, everywhere their name is 
as ointment poured forth. Moi*e frequently quiet and 
unobserved, they resemble those secret and silent laws of 
Nature which keep our globe together, which freshen and 
fertilize it " Blessed are the peacemakers ; they shall be 
Called the children of God." There is no higher distinction, 
no nobler heraldry. It is to belong to heaven's aristocracy, 
to be a member of the peerage of the skies. 

Jehovah is the God of Peace. There is no jar in Hia 
kingdom. Angels unite with angels ; and planets, linked 
together in sweet union with planets, perform their wonted 
orbits without confusion ; and, high above systems and crea- 
tures, the Great Supreme sits, the peaceful happy God. The 
peacemaker is God's type and vicegerent on the earth. 
Observing the signs of the times, ever watching the elements 
of confusion, he is ready at the right moment to interpose 
and prevent the conflict and dissipate the storm. The peace- 
maker is the &irest reflection of His glory, who, though 
prince of the kings of the earth, stooped from heaven to 
make peace with man, and who, though infinitely happy in 
Himself^ lives to propagate His bliss, and to promote the 
harmony of His intelligent universe. 
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TS under the guidance of Jesus ; all power and authority 
are committed into His hands ; His eye gazes upon yon 
star that shines " in the infinite meadows of heaven," and 
equally observes the needy sparrow, and the hair that &lls 
from the head of His people. There is nothing surprising to 
Him in the spreading mutiny or the commercial crisis, which 
comes to us as the startling toll of the day of doom. The 
Future naked and open to His view, Christ sits in calm 
majesty upon His throne, henceforth expecting till His 
enemies be made His footstool Cabinets may meet, Parlia- 
ments legislate, Emperors fraternize, onward move the 
wheels[of His chariot, and you may hear their deepening roll 
in the crash of falling thrones and crumbling dynasties, and 
you may see in the spreading light and liberty the foretoken 
of the coming glory. " Thus, saith the Lord of Hosts, yet 
once it is a little while and I will shake heaven and earth, 
the sea and the diy land, and I will shake all nations, and 
the desire of all nations will come.** 



T OOK above you, and in the overarching firmament read 
the truth of an all-pervading Providence. Yon sky is 
Qod's outspread hand, and the glittering stars the jewel on 
the fingers of the Almighty. Do you not see that His hand 
closes round you on all sides, and that you cannot go where 
universal love shines not ? 
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The intelligent Christian does not imagine that his 
Heavenly Father will interpose by way of miracle for him. 
The ravens have no mission to feed ns now, garments will 
wax old though clothing the backs of the saints, the widow's 
cruse may be replenished, but not as aforetime. * Gixi's 
purposes are being as surely accomplished, but in a dijQTerent 
way. " The Lord God is not in the wind, nor in the earth- 
quake, nor in the fire, but in the still small voice." There 
is no less of power, no less of Providence ; but there is less 
of what is outwardly imposing and miraculous. 

Providence may be regarded as an immense sea. It has 
its continents, where we can stand on terra firma and revel 
in the glorious landscape. Here and there, too, are beautiful 
islets, where the tempest-tossed spirit can for an interval 
anchor and repose ; but aU the rest is wide, deep, fathomless 
ocean, sometimes calm, anon lashed into a thousand storms. 
Over this great wide sea He, whom formerly the winds and 
waves obeyed, majestically walks, every element paying 
homage to His lordly sovereignty. We are sailing across this 
sea, nor as yet we do not understand life's full significance. 
Our histories are written in mystic hieroglyphics, and we are 
destitute of the key that should explain them. A mystery 
hangs over our homes, our families, our aspii'ations. Affec- 
tion's eye, as it looks in earnest tenderness upon us, is a 
mysteiy. The fond kiss of love that presses our lips is a 
mystery. There is a mystery, too, in those high communings 
which the spirit holds with what is true and beautiful, and 
the greatest mystery of all is, that we know all is a mystery. 
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Jllrstnt ©nes. 

TIJHOSE vacant chair is that which is now so lone, and 
where few of the family care to sit] Ask the graveyard, 
it can tell ! Whose photographed picture is that upon which 
you gaze so pensively] Your looks tell me it was one you loved. 
Whose well-known voice is it fchat you sometimes imagine 
you hear again ) Is it not of one who no longer lives on 
earth, except in the agonies of a fond and bleeding remem- 
brance ] Did not mine eye follow you when, in the calm 
summer twilight you opened that sacred drawer where, 
like the linen of its risen Loi-d, the garments of your 
much-loved child were laid ] Heard I not the sigh issuing 
from the soul-depths of your motherly heart ? And are 
those scorching tears yet cold and dry that fell upon clothes 
which once covered limbs now mouldering in the tomb? 
What darkness, if death is the end of all ! What light and 
bliss if broken fisunilies and severed friendships should meet 
and mingle yonder ! 



•♦«H 



•*- 



TF in a field of wheat you see nothing but wheat, you may 
be a good &rmer, but you are a bad philosopher and a worse 
Christian. If in a blade of grass you see only grass, or in a 
daisy nothing but a daisy ; if men, and Providence, and things 
are to you only what they appea/r to be, your knowledge of 
Grod's works is brutish and superfcial ; you want the key to 
the secret of the universe, that glorious faculty which, out of 



in Man's Spiritual Experience, 13 

all the lovely objects tkat it sees^ extracts emotions beautiful 
and new; you are destitute of the spiritual eye, without 
which the world may be a leaden reaHty, but not a living, 
beautiful, divine thing. 



TS it the dull routine of daily duty 1 Is it comprehended in 
the exchange of conventional and lying couitesies 1 Is it 
to quaff the cup of pleasure till the heart becomes seared and 
the brain is aU on fire ) Is it to amass wealth, to gratify 
lust, or to become £stmous in our day and generation ? Ko ! 
Man's spirit was created for nobler pui'poses. Whether 
conscious of it or not^ man was made for God and happinesa 
Even amid the desolation of his &I1 we see flickering around 
his saddened brow the lingering glories of a departed and 
kingly crown, .whilst lying at his feet there are the shivered 
remnants of a glorious sceptre. He is still grand from the 
immortality which invests him, and the heavenly destiny 
that is before him. And the best life is living for eternity. 



OOME Christians do us good only to look at them. Their 

faces shine as did the face of Moses when he came down 

from the mount. Even when they weep, their tears are 



14 The True and Beautiful 

radiant with hope, and shine as sweet gems upon the cheek 
of sorrow. It Ia re&eshing in this sad world to meet with 
a happy Chiistian, one who is cheerful without levity, grave 
without sadness, and hopeful withal ; who can laugh with 
the little children, and talk with the elders at the gate ; who 
can mount with the lark when the sun shines, and sing with 
the nightingale when the world is silent and dark. 



« im « 



f fee Siiraw's ^tt\. 

TT was a cold autumn night when the minister of Christ 
was called to visit him. Lying on a low pallet, with 
scanty covering, he seemed the very image of despair. " Sir," 
«aid he, "I have never been afraid of anything before; 
I have been down deep pits and wells, and never feared, 
but I am afraid to die." 

He was reminded of the mercy of God, of the willingness 
of Jesus to save even to the uttermost, but it was in vain. 
The pale rushlight revealed a fSeice wrung with unutterable 
torture. His moans were appalling, and nearly his last 
words were, " Oh I if I were hut a door-^mat for the saints to 
wipe their feet on as they went into heaven, I should be satis- 
fied, but I aan damned .'" 

Years have passed away since we witnessed the scene, but 
the event seems burnt into our memory. Often have we 
passed that cottage since, and the tall alders, as they sigh to 
the breeze, seem still to whisper the dying man's requiem, 
"/am danmed/" 
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"DELIE VERS in Christ have more to call forth theii' songs 
than their tears. You may cage the lark within cruel bars, 
but though it no longer soars with trembling pinions into the 
blue sky, it forgets not the wild notes with which it was 
wont to welcome the morning. It is its instinct ; it must 
sing, if only to beguile its hapless thraldom. So the Chris- 
tian feels, despite the heavy sorrows that press upon him, and 
the ensnaring wiles in which he is sometimes entangled, that 
he carries music in his heart, and, though earth's captive for 
a while, he sings the songs of the better land. 



■« ttn « 



%\t gibine fife 

TS to live for God. "What a noble mission ! What a glo- 
■■■ rious life ! Every power of the body, every faculty of the 
soul devoted to God. Youth, beauty, intelligence, wealth, 
and time, laid upon the altar in one holy sacrifice. How it 
elevates this poor dull life of ours ! How it clothes the 
humblest believer with a seraph's glory ! Nay, the angel 
blazing with heaven's flight comes not up to the glory of a 
Christian living here for God. It is humanity made sub- 
lime, existence rendered Godlike, life worthy of the name. 
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E once witnessed a beautiful dissolving view of a ship in a 
storm. There she seemed like a thing of life, battling 
with the waves, which threatened every moment to engulph 
her. Dense clouds darkened the horizon, through whose 
occasional partings the moon shed its pale radiance upon the 
warring elements. The ship sailed like a sea-bird upon the 
waters. Now she climbed some huge mountain billow, then 
tumbled down like a dark avalanche from the Alps. A right 
gallant ship ! And we watched her apparent progress along 
the waste of waters with breathless interest, when all at 
once, as though sung by the watch on deck, we heard, amid 
the imaginary pauses of the tempest, the old English song, 
"Home, home, sweet home." Christian ! thou art that noble 
vessel : tossed with tempest, through clouds, and darkness, 
and storm, thou ploughest the deep, hope thine anchor, sure 
and stedfast. The Captain of Salvation is with thee. Be- 
fore long thou shalt enter the haven of peace, and the song 
of the mariner shall be the realization of the saint, " Home, 
home, sweet home." 



"IT AY exist without any vocal expression. Where love and 
gratitude dwell in the heart, God hears spiritual music 
more glorious than the sound of sackbut, or dulcimer, or 
organ. 
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TTTHAT would it avail, supposing we had the wealth of 
Croesus, the eloquence of Demosthenes, the fame of Alex- 
ander, or the learning of Isaac Newton, if our soul perished 
at last 1 It would be better never to have seen the light. 
Who ever measured the soul of man, or estimated its immense 
value ? Who ever computed the sum propounded by our Lord 
himself, " What shall a man give in exchange for his soul % " 
Look abroad upon the achievements of man's mighty spirit — 
his works of art, science, and literature, his inventions and 
discoveries, his laws and civilization, — and see everywhere 
the footsteps of his transcendent genius. We ask. Is it not a 
calamity to be deprecated that such a noble spirit should 
pass away into outer darkness and be lost amid the utter 
damnation of hell ] We would sooner see the sun extin- 
guished, and the world in ruins. To prevent it Christ came, 
and the cross was erected, and the gospel is preached, the 
very music of which is, " Believe on the Lord Jesus Christy 
amd thou shalt he saved" 



"DEING one summer^s day in a country town with an hour's 
leisure, we spent it in the graveyard adjoining an ancient 
sanctuary. It was a secluded spot ; but the morning sun 
made even the place of skulls cheerful. Having read most 
of the monuments, pausing at names to which we were not 
quite a stranger, we sat down to muse. Beneath our feet 

c 
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slept the sleep of death pastors who had preached, and 
people who had worshipped aforetime in the adjacent house 
of prayer. We felt it was sacred ground. We tried to 
picture the days of former years when that congregation of 
the dead came up together to keep holyday. We asked, 
" And will there be a resurrection ? Will all these rise 
again % " As the question engaged our thoughts, a large 
company of girls suddenly emerged from the adjoining 
schools, filling the air with laughter and song. The circum- 
stance was suggestive ; we exclaimed, " What a contrast ! 
Death here, life beautiful and buoyant yonder." It seemed 
to re-echo the prophecy, " The ransomed of the Lord shall 
return, and come to Zion ^dth songs and everlasting joy 
upon their heads. They shall obtain joy and gladness, and 
sorrow and sighing shall flee away." It seemed to point to 
the time when Rachel shall no more weep for her children, 
when they shall conie again from the border, and when 
" Death shall be swallowed up qfli/e.^* 



TIOE. moral grandeur, next to the character of Christ, stands 
Joseph. Exemplary as a son, conscientious as a servant, 
patient as a sufferer, sagacious as a legislator, tender and 
loving as a man, in all things faithfril to God and truth, 
Joseph commands our admiration. He is a rare example of 
loyalty to piinciple at all hazards ; expediency was not in his 
vocabulary ; the right and the true were supreme. Strength 
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and repose characterized all that he did. Like an exquisitely 
sculptured statue, the proportions of his character are beauti- 
fully symmetrical, whilst he breathes the life and exhibits all 
the sympathies of a man. Entering his presence, we feel 
how awful goodness is. Spots no doubt he had, but they 
are eclipsed, like the sun's, by the effulgence of his own 
peerless virtue. A tower of strength, a calm lighthouse 
amid the seething storm of human prejudice and passion — a 
noble man was Joseph the son of Jacob — every inch of him 
a hero — gaining splendid, though bloodless, victories — no 
whining coward, nor secret traitor—" faithful found among 
the faithless, faithful only he." 



TTE has gone on a journey and delay eth his coming. All 
"■^. things continue as they were. Morning dawns with the 
same amber glow. Evening closes with its wonted golden 
sunset. Night, crowned with many a starry gem, sends 
down her softest smile — still the Master delayeth his coming. 
Hark 1 Do you not hear his chariot wheels echoing from 
the mountain 1 — It is but the distant thunder, or the passing 
blast! 

In yon solitary mansion, embosomed amid ancesti'al trees, 
wait its Lord's faithful servants. Lights flash hither and 
thither from each antique window, and shadowy forms pass 
and repasa It is evident the Master is expected, but when 
or how he is coming, is unknown. The night wears wearily 



20 The True and Beautiful 

along, the hearthfire bums dimly, and one by one the lights 
go out. Still those servants sit by the dying embers, and 
cheer their drooping eyelids with a passing song. And now 
it is " that hour of night's black arch the keystone," and they 
are tempted to think that their Lord will never come ; but 
they watch still. 

Unaccompanied by a single attendant, the Lord of those 
servants has returned to his dwelling. Behold, he stands at 
the door and knocks ! And you may hear the still deep 
echo reverbemting through hall and chamber and gallery. 

Up starts each waiting servant, lights rekindle as though 
electricity had touched them, whilst, with glowing faces and 
loving words, the Master is welcomed home again. " There- 
fore be ye also ready : for in such an hour as ye think not 
the Son of man cometh. Who then is a faithful and wise 
servant, whom his lord hath made ruler over his household, 
to give them meat in due season ^ Blessed is that servant 
whom his lord when he cometh shall find so doing." 



-•3cl- 



mu'i W$m. 



QHE fulfils not her destiny when she becomes a mere house- 
hold drudge, otherwise a creature less noble would have 
sufficed She is to be a chosen vessel for Christ, sanctified and 
made meet for the Master's use, filled with the love of Jesus 
and radiant with the beauties of holiness. To Milton's 
description of "gi-ace in her steps, heaven in her eye, in 
every gesture dignity and love,*' — she is to add the higher 
distinction of a " Mother in Israel." 
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"DEAL nobility of soul is always associated with attachment 
to children. Jesus, humanity's model, loved little children. 
When He would symbolize the spirit which should animate 
His followers. He pointed to a little child. Often in the 
course of His minLstry did He make mention of the " little 
ones," taking them in His arms and folding them to His 
bosom. Millions of dear children are now in heaven. Nipped 
by the world's unkindly frost, they are transplanted to a 
milder clime. Wasted by sickness, and cut down like a 
flower in the morning, they are now beyond death's reach. 
Amid the ranks of the redeemed they form the " light 
infantry" of the skies. In heaven's worship none sing 
louder or look more glorious. Mother ! thy little ones are 
not lost, but gone before. The spilt blood of the cross is ' 
the precious purchase money by which Rachel's children 
have been bought. Listen, Mother ! and thou shalt hear 
their glorious minstrelsy in the choirs of the saved, — " for of 
siich is the kingdom of heaven." 

^ f 0fffe ! 

TT is Faith's simplest description. Have you ever stood on 
the sea-shore, and watched the shipwrecked sailor holding 
on to some broken mast, and petitioning you by all the 
eloquence of his terrible position to rescue him 1 Yon 
mountain wave curls itself over his head, as if gathering 
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strength to engulf him for ever, but, holding on stiU to the 
shattered spar, he rises on the sea's angry bosom. And now 
his eye is directed toward the shore. He watches the life- 
boat as it comes on its mission of mei*cy. Alternate hopes 
and fears possess him, till at length, his strength exhausted, 
he quits his hold, and borne by the force of the current^ is 
tossed like a cork upon the billows. Still his eye is fixed on 
the lifeboat. And now he is sinking. Still he looks, and as 
he looks, brawny arms are outstretched for his help. He is 
saved ! 

A type this of the awakened soul. Its eternal interests 
shipwrecked, the tempest of wrath blowing, and justice, like 
some huge wave, ready to sink it to despair. It may be, that 
for a time the poor sinner clings to some rafter of his own 
righteousness, only to have it torn from him amid the violence 
of the storm. But now Jesus walks on the sea. He is come 
out to seek and to save that which is lost The sinking soul 
looks to Him. Life from the dead is in that look, whilst, as 
the last effoi't of expiidng natui'e, or the first impulse of a 
new and nobler life, he cries, " Lord, save me or I perish ! ** 

rpHE golden lamp of the spiritual sanctuary has never gone 
quite out^ for in the church's darkest eclipse she has had 
some faithful Levite's hand to trim its dimmed wick and 
replenish its wasted oil. 
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n^O see men living without any thought that embraces the 
undying soul or stretches into eternity. Look at the philo- 
sopher, spending life's powers in amassing stores of knowledge ; 
and, when he has reared his monument^ he weeps to think 
that, '* like a little child, he has been picking up only a few 
pebbles on the sea-shore, whilst the ocean of truth lies unex- 
plored before him." There is the dreamy poet, too, watching 
the moon-beams as they play upon his lattice window, or, 
in sad communion with his midnight taper, sighing, " I only 
wake to watch the sickly lamp that lights me to the tomb." 
The votary of pleasure, also, having drunk from every 
earthly fountain, turns away from all, exclaiming, '' I do by 
no means desire to repeat the nauseous draught." Is it thus 
that spirits immortal live and die ? Oh, that the spell which 
binds my fellows were broken ! Oh, that the mighty enchant- 
ment were dissolved, and the soul and eternity had their 
proper place in the thoughts of men ! 



TXTE resemble those who live in high northern latitudes. 
Dimness is the prevailing feature. The sun seldom rises 
above the horizon. There is sufficient light to make the 
darkness visible, and to invest all in a leaden gloom. Every 
step we take we tread upon an enigma, and the dawn of 
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every day reveals only fresh perplexities. Philosophy, even, 
for one mystery which it explains, presents a thousand that 
are inexplicable. Everything declares this life to be the 
embryo of being. Death's mighty womb will soon usher us 
into life worthy of the name. In the meantime let us trust 
and not be afraid. 



HX4- 



"PRO PATRI A — for my country — is the banner of the war- 
rior, and when he dies men call it a death of glory. " Pro 
Invndcisy^ — ^for my enemies, — ^was the motto of the great 
Captain of our salvation. He yielded His life for His foes, 
waded through seas of blood for rebels. 

The story of Christ's death is one of marvellous power. 
The facts of redemption awaken the wonder of the universe. 
Man's offended Lord becomes his Savioui*. The hand that 
might have crushed him, was extended to give him life. 
Heaven with wonder saw her God passing from the skies to 
tabernacle in humanity. Is it possible to speak on such a 
subject without emotion ] On such a theme 'tis impious to 
be calm. Did we refuse to speak, the very stones might cry 
out. Cross of Jesus ! What wonders encircle thee ! Let 
me ever live beneath thy mournful, pleasing shadow 1 Be 
thou my boast and song ! 
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A ErE like God's flowers. We could live without flowers, 
although they contribute very largely to our enjoyment. So 
the Divine life within us might have been sustained by Gk)d 
without any of the exceeding great and precious promises. 
The stinicture of flowers varies. So the promises. Flowers 
are of diflerent fragrance, but each has its own sweetness. 
So the promises have each its peculiar preciousness, whilst 
all are acceptable and refreshing at times. Flowers, too, 
grow in various places, and at appointed seasons. So the 
promises are sweetest in certain positions and at paii^icular 
times. Lastly, the flowers receive their tints from the sun, 
and so aU the promises derive their glory from Jesus, the 
Sun of lighteousness. 



Wit itit)) CM* 

MOW do we know that life is extinct 1 We touch the rigid 
body, but it does not feel : we speak to it in loving accents, 
but it does not hear. We put our hand upon the heart, but it 
has ceased to beat, and we exclaim, " Alas ! it is dead." Just 
as certainly may we determine the state of the professing 
church. If it has no hearing ear, no throbbing hearty no 
forthputting hand, no zealous feet, it may have a flne litera- 
ture, but it is not a living church ; it may boast a long 
genealogy, but it is not of the true Apostolic succession ; it 
may have the form of godliness, but it is destitute of the 
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power. It is hollow at the heart : and though, like the 
graveyard, it may have many a flower blossoming on its 
bosom, underneath are corruption and dead men's bones. 



TF you have no faith in Jesus, God is angry with you every 
day. The sun may shine brightly over your head, yet the 
dark cloud of God's displeasure is about you, and though the 
winds breathe softly, the maledictions of Divine wrath follow 
you ; and though the birds sing sweetly, the crushing weight 
of His anger presses upon you. In a world full of God, you 
yourself are without Grod in the world. You roam His 
beautiful earth, you smell the fragrance of His flowers, 
you breathe the balmy freshness of His air, you wander in 
the walks of God, without walking with God. There is 
nothing in common between you and your Maker ; you are 
strangers, nay, you are enemies, because not reconciled to 
God through the blood of His Son. 



-«H^ 



"DRINGS before us a scene of superlative grandeur. Having 
served his generation and left an enduring monument be- 
hind him, he was now about to pass to his reward. He had 
lived in the court and the camp — ^basked in the sunshine of 
royal favour, and wandered an outcast and an exile in the 
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wilderness. He had been alternately the subject of popular 
applause and resentment. He had sustained the character of 
legislator and captain ; and now he must die. Ascending the 
summit of Nebo. the glorious panorama of the land promised 
to his &Lthei*s appears before him, — ''all the land of Judah, 
unto the utmost sea." Faithful was He that had promised. 
He was also just and holy. Moses might see, but ^ot enter, 
that land. And there, far above the Israelitish camp that 
lay at his feet, in sublime solitude and amid the solemn hush 
of nature, his majestic spirit passed away. Angels bore him 
to his unknown sepulchre, and set a seal upon it which the 
resurrection-mom will alone break. Thus Satan was foiled, 
and Israel preserved from idolatry. It is as though Jehovah 
would teach us that man's noblest pai*t is the soul, and that 
the sublimest epitaph is a life of labour and godliness. God 
would lift us above what is sensuous into the higher region 
of the spiritual. All that remained of Moses was the lofty 
morality he had taught, and the grand economy of which he 
was the exponent. It was a monument more lasting than 
marble, or brass, or the pyramids. 



rpHE pearl that lies deeply buried in the ocean cave, the 
diamond in the bowels of the rock, and the flower which 
the poet says, "wastes its fragrance on the desert air," have a 
mission and a destiny, though like themselves hidden and 
concealed ; and God rejoices in His work. 
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TT is of vital importance to understand the principles by 
■which Jehovah rules the world. To suppose that Grod has 
no plan, no principles, is to imagine Him less wise than His 
creatures. The three pillars of His moral government are 
Wisdom, Justice, Mercy. We may not> at all times, be 
able to recognise them, nevei-theless God is always acting 
according to them. The stars are not quenched because we 
cannot see them, neither are the laws of the moral universe 
abrogated because clouds and darkness obscure them. The 
Christian believes in them still, and says with David, " I 
know that thy judgments are right." 



OHALL we, who cannot order our own footsteps aright, 
direct the All wise 1 We, whose faculties are finite, pronounce 
a verdict on the Infinite 1 Lord, keep back thy servant from 
presumptuous sins ! Angels that stand in the Divine pre- 
sence pause, wonder, and obey, but never question the 
Divine decrees ; and though privileged to high and holy 
communion with God, there is a veil they dare not lift, and 
sacred precincts which they hesitate to enter. And shall 
we rush in where angels fear to tread 1 Bather let us say, 
with the adoring awe of the Psalmist, " I was dumb, I 
opened not my mouth, because Thou didst it." 
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^HERE is a great difference between waxwork and living 
sermons. The former may be models in their way, but 
nothing can compensate for their deadness. The latter, 
though they may be defective as works of art, have, what is 
fer better, the warm, beautiful, eloquent, breathing life. 



Iff $il. 

TT is solemn to think that the lights which have cheered us 
in this time state will, as we near the valley of Death, one 
by one expire. The lamp of genius — ^the light of human 
friendship, even the sun'sbright radiance, will be extinguished. 
Like sparks on burnt paper, they glitter for a moment and 
are gone ! Already our lamps begin to wane. The world 
and its most cherished scenes begin to fade into a saddened 
hue. Even now, eyes that once beamed brightly upon us 
are balls of dust. Dear children, whose merry ring made 
glad our homesteads, are gone to be white-robed chorist-ers 
in the upper temple ; and the family tomb, with its broken 
column and inverted torch, holds those once most dear to our 
hearts. The night cometh ! Who can depict the despair of 
the unprepared soul woke up from his carnal slumber, his 
earthly dreams dissolved, and heaiing the startling roll of 
the midnight cry, — " Behold the Bridegroom cometh, go ye 
out to meet him " ? Alas ! his lamp has no oil in it ! he has 
no resources, no dependence, no hope. The world in which 
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he trusted dances in phantom vision before him. The philo- 
sophies of which he was a disciple, can afford him not one 
bright scintillation. The false profession which he has made 
only adds mockery to his remorse. His la/mps are gone ovJt I 
What else could they do \ They were of earthly mould and 
maka They were never meant to bum for ever. Deluded 
soul to make them thy trust. 



■ ti l l ' 



Spiritual SJijtorwL 

A MAN may go very far toward religion and yet be lost. 
Not many months ago, a noble ship left the shores of 
England for a distant colony. She had a valuable freight of 
emigrants, forced from their fatherland by the decrees of 
a bitter fiite — brides whose bosoms glowed with the glorious 
enthusiasm of youthful love — children also returning to the 
bosom of fond parents, whom long years had separated. 
The ship sailed majestically along> and, methinks, I hear 
now the music and the dancing on the decks during the 
calm moonlit evenings. At length, '^ Land ahead ! " is 
shouted from a hundred lips. Their adopted country looms 
in the distance. They hasten to prepare for the landing. 
Only another night need be passed on the sea, but it is their 
last in this world. The thick darkness gathers around 
them like a fimeral pall, the winds rise as if to sing their 
djring requiem, and in one fatal moment that noble vessel 
splits on the rocks I And now wild shrieks of despair 
stniggle with the howl of the tempest, and soon all is over, as 
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the whole of that ship's company, save one, sink into a watery 
grave. The ship becomes a wreck in sight of port ! ^< Let 
U8 therefore fear, lest a promise being lefi us of entering into 
rest, (3my of you should seem to come short ofit,^^ 



1ITERE power without love is terrific. Even intellectual and 
moral power are nothing without love. Introduce to me 
the mightiest intellect God ever created, the brightest spark 
of mind ever struck from the anvil of being, or one even 
possessed of every other moral excellence, but without love ; 
before both we would infinitely prefer the tender gushing 
love of the poorest little child. We never yet loved a marble 
statue. The character of Jesus presents us with a combina- 
tion of both power and love ; but it is chiefly His love that 
draws us towards Him, and constitutes the matchless charm 
that invests Him. Love is the glory of a Christian. He may 
be strict in morals, august in mental characteristics ; but if he 
has no love, he is a huge mountain, loith the sun the other side 
of him ; he casts a long, broad, black shadow — over my soul. 



rpHIS raising up, &om the stones, of children unto Abraham 

(Matt. iii. 9), is a spiritual masonry that is essentially 

Divine. Man may quarry the stone, cut and polish it. He 
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may chisel it into his own symmetrical stature, or, by magic 
art, carve out from it the lily blossoms and the rose ; or 
with it he may span arch upon arch, until the cathedi^l vies 
in solemn grandeur with the primeval forest, whence archi- 
tecture received its first and noblest inspiration. Man may 
do much with stone. We see his marble monuments and 
granite pillars eveiywhere. One thing, however, is beyond 
his power ; he cannot make stone live ; his chiselled flowers, 
his statuary, his temples, are hvt stone. It is reserved 
for the power of God to do what nonpluses the proudest 
achievements of human skill. From hearts harder than 
adamant and cold as the rock, he can raise up a spiritual seed, 
can make the stony heart throb with a new and marvellous 
life. ** God is able of these stones to raise up children 
unto Abraham." 

|t is % f orU. 

r\ OD'S visits are never so solemn as when He comes to us in 
the way of bereavement ; and if those visits are repeated 
again and again, how affecting do they become ! When 
Death knocks with his skeleton hand at the door, and the 
black steeds of his dread chariot paw the ground, impatient 
to carry the soul away ; when the bright eye grows dim, and 
the fond heart waxes cold, and the last deep-drawn sigh 
heaves the weary breast, we may be sure that Grod has come 
to the house, for Death is only His messenger. Dare we, 
under such circumstances, stay his hand, or say, " What doest 
thou ?" If, with his shai-p sickle, he reap "the bearded gi*ain 
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and the flowers that grow betweeli," — take He the virgin or 
the wife, the philosopher or the fool, who shall complain ? 
Did He not give 1 Has He not the right to taJce away 1 The 
time and mode are His divine prerogative. But amidst the 
sad desolation of cold hearths and blighted hopes, and whilst 
the awful tread of His crushing footsteps makes our homes a 
ruin, faith hears His comforting voice, "What I do thou 
knowest not now, but thou shalt know hereafter." 



"ilti »' 

11/ E have little to do with them, except devoutly to acknow- 
ledge that they exist, and are being accomplished in 
and by us, yet so as to preserve our moral accountability 
intact. We feel that we must need do certain things, and 
take certain paths in life, but all the while God is working in 
us to will and to do of His good pleasure. We speak of some 
incidents as trifling, of others as momentous, but the most 
momentous would be trifling, were they not the fulfilment 
of His will, and the most trifling become important and 
grand because they are the pivots upon which His mighty 
providence revolves. 



TT7E have seen friends meet whom rough seas and long years 

had separated. When the ship entered port, we have 

wept as husband embraced wife, and children hung again on 



D 
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breasts that once nourished them. How glad the meeting ! 
Nor is it fancy to believe that, the storms of life over, we 
shall meet our friends again on the shores of happy Canaan. 
In garments whiter than the driven snow, each head wearing 
a crown such as never sparkled from the brow of earthly 
sovereignty, — a glory investing each form surpassing what 
Imagination in her boldest flights ever dreamed, — the blessed 
live and love. And at times, bending from their high seats, 
who shall say that they do not trace the path we tread, and 
anticipate the day of loving, lasting reunion ] 

-*- 

TT is said that the Egyptians offered the peach to their gods, 
because its fruit was like man^sheaii; and its leaf like man's 
tongue, to intimate the surrender of the entire man. With 
nothing short of this will Jehovah be satisfied. He will not 
accept a divided heart. Magnificent indeed was the Temple, 
as our Lord gazed upon it, glittering in the morning sun, and 
costly the offerings of the worahippers that swelled its pre- 
cincts, a respectable pharisaic throng. But yon humble 
widow, whom the proud pass uimoticed — whom God's eye, 
however, looks upon — that widow, casting in her two mites, 
gives more than they all, and is herself a nobler shrine than 
the Temple, with all its marble, silver, and gold ; for they of 
their abundance have cast in, but she all the living that she 
had. 
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T OOK at that wreck of humanity. Once he was bright and 
joyous as you are, glowing with hopes and sympathies as 
warm as ever stirred the heart. But the desolating storm of 
sorrow fell upon him. His wife sickened — ^his children died 
— ^his prospects became dark — he grieved, and would not be 
comforted; till at length the delicate chain of thought 
became tangled, and the brain, unable to bear the weight of 
such continuous woe, gave way, and he sunk into sad 
and hopeless idiotcy. " The sorrow of the world worketh 
death." 

■ ' tm ». 



rpHE believer may be a Samson in strength, a match for 
the mightiest and tallest of the Philistines. He may have 
broken the jaws of many a roaring lion of temptation, he 
may have snapped many a green withe of custom and preju- 
dice, he may have lifted up and borne on his shoulders the 
very gates of some spiritual Gaza ; but only let him give 
way to one Delilah of sin that nestles in his bosom, and 
his strength is gone ; he soon becomes a miserable captive, 
and, with eyes put out, grinds at the mill of the haughty 
Philistine. 
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TF ever angels rejoiped over our earth, it was when, in 
answer to an invitation from a distant country, the evan- 
gelical churches of Christendom spent one whole .week in 
combined prayer and praise. What a sublime spectacle ! 
By far the largest portion of the Church of Christ on its 
knees, with outstretched hands, supplicating for itself and a 
world lying in the arms of the wicked one. Wherever the 
sun shone he looked down upon congregations of the faithfxil, 
and when he sunk in the west, the stars of night listened to 
holy songs that rose from assembly after assembly, tuitil it 
seemed as if David's prophecy were accomplished, " Prayer 
shall be made for Him continually, and daily shall He be 
praised. He shall have dominion from sea to sea, and from 
the river unto the ends of the earth." No wonder that, 
mingling from every land, and gathering volume and force 
as they ascended to the skies, the prayers of the Church 
should have startled a slumbering world, and ushered in a 
blessed revival. 



* tm « 



Tj^ULL of comfort to the tried, tempted saint, is the thought 
that within the veil Jesus prosecutes His intercessory work 
for all His people. The feeblest petition that rises from the 
saddest heart, and is uttered by the most trembling lips, is 
put into the golden censer, and presented to the Father by 
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our Great High Priest. In the stainless yestments of His 
glorified humanity, as both Priest and King, Jesus stands 
the sympathising Mediator between God- and His church. 
This is no mere theological dogma, bnt a truth replete with 
life and preciousness. 



TS not the inertness of the stone, but the enmity of the 
scorpion ; not the inability of the corpse, but the defiance 
of the rebel j not the absence of will, but its estrangement 
from God ; not the extinction of power, but its sad and 
wilful misdirection. Man's chief weakness lies in his will. 
He enters the world with a perverse will, which becomes 
warped still further by actual transgression. The death of 
trespasses and sin spoken of by the apostle is not a passive 
but an active state ; for he adds, '^ Wherein, in time past, ye 
walked according to the course of this world." The metaphor 
is not to be strained beyond its just limits. The dead soul 
is not in aU paints like the dead body. A corpse cannot 
hate nor resist, both of which the natural man is said to do. 
Spiritual death is man's wUfiil insensibility and criminal 
indifference to what is holy ; it is intense, implacable enmity 
against God. Hence man's responsibility. His weakness 
is his guilt. He has destroyed himself. It is the duty of 
all men therefore to repent, to love God, and to accept 
Jesus as their Saviour. If, through the influence of sin 
upon them, they are unwilling to do any of these things, 
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this sorely does not absolve them from the spiritual obligation* 
If we have wilfully lost our ability to obey, God has not 
ceded His right to command. Conversion is the subJjngatioD 
of the will by the Holy Spirit. We are not saved against 
our will, but made willing in the day of His power. When 
this is the case, love to God becomes the life of that soul 
which before, on account of its enmity, was spiritually 
dead. 



TT7E live in days of vast religious means. We rejoiqe in 
them alL Would that they were multiplied a thousand- 
fold ! Is there not a tendency, however, to depend upon 
them, as if they possessed some intrinsic virtue 1 The brazen 
serpent, after its elevation in the wilderness, was preserved 
as an historic memento,, a precious relic. Once it hung glo* 
riously on its uplifted pole, and the bitten and dying looked 
and lived. Afterwards it became the object of idolatrous 
worship, so that Hezekiah broke it in pieces, and called 
it " Nehustan," i.6., a piece of brass. It is not the brazen' 
serpent, nor the elevated pole, nor Moses holding both ; it is 
not any means, however appropriate or costly, that can revive 
a sick and dying world. It is only as they are the vehicles 
of life from Grod that they become quickening. 

Only let a man, however weak in himself go forth in 
Divine strength, and he is a match' for the world. You can 
no more stop him than you can aiTest the avalanche, or pluck 
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the sun from its orbit. It is glorious to see a helpless mortal, 
strong in the Lord, and in the power of his might, going 
forth like Luther, causing thrones to. tremble, and trampling 
upon venerable superstitions, hia thoughts spiritual lightning, 
and his voice a moral earthquake. If we would be eminent 
Christians, successful philanthi-opists, distinguished in any 
work of faith or labour of love, the same resource is ours. 
Divine omnipotence. Our natural weakness is therefore 
no excuse for indolence. The feeblest may be strong. The 
most insignificant may become illustrious. The grand 
spiritual talisman, the never-fiiiling prescription is, " Let him 
take hold of my strengtL" 



'« IIH * 



/CONSTANTLY do we need to be reminded of our spiritual 
being and destiny. Engaged as we are in worldly pursuits, 
our incessant cry, " What shall we eat, what shall we drink, 
and wherewithal shall we be clothed ? " we are likely to forget 
the dignity of our nature. The material is apt to engross 
the spiritual, and the man to merge into the animal. What 
a debasement ! for man's noble spirit to become gross and 
terrene — the sold stamped with God's image to eat chafi* — 
to clasp and kiss the very sod he was meant to tread beneath 
his feet — his joys and aspirations comprehended in one word 
" Earth ! " We could weep over such a man. Judging men 
even by the largest charity, it must be admitted that the 
spiritual is at a discount. There is a practical cashiering of 
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the Divine. They say, " Business is one thing and religion 
another;" and so their business is min%L8 religion, and 
religion forms no business of their life. Where is the Crod 
that gave them the brain to devise, that nerved their arm 
with strength, that rained down His fertilizing showers, 
causing their seed to germinate, and filled their bams, with 
plenty ? Where ? Far from their thoughts, or buried deep 
down beneath a superincumbent .mass of earthliness, every 
divine thought drowned in the soul's sensual soliloquy.: 
"Thou hast goods laid up in store for many years j eat, drink, 
and be merry." 



A LEAF from the tree of life is that saying of the Prophet, 
" He stayeth his rough wind in the day of his east wind,'* 
conveying as it does the beautiful distinction between Crod's 
penal and paternal chastisements, and exhibiting the singular 
forbearance and mercy of our heavenly Father. Who can 
control the wind as it rushes forth, the minister of Divine 
vengeance ] Who can stand before it when, with its wild 
shriek of woe, it sweeps over us its mighty pinions ? And 
when Jehovah visits the earth with the rough winds of Hid 
judgments, and our hopes and homes become blasted, and 
the tallest pinnacles of our pride are levelled with the dust, 
who can stay His hand, or say unto Him, What doest thou 1 
It is His mercy if He does not make an utter end of us, and 
because His compassions fail not that we are not consumed. 
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Painful as Grod's dealings may be to His people, they are 
not overwhelming. • The babe dies, but it might have been 
the mother; a splendid opportunity is lost, but it might 
have been the soul's snare and ruin. Our pleasant garden 
is stripped, and we are allured into the wilderness, but we 
have vineyards in the valley of Achor, and a door of hope 
there when e^very other is closed. The Lord suits His 
dispensations to our circumstances. He will not break the 
bruised reed, nor quench the smoking flax. As a refiner, He 
heats the furnace only sufficiently hot to melt the metal and 
remove the dross ; as a husbandman. He prunes only so much 
of the fruitful branch as will make it bring forth more fruit. 
'< He tempers the wind to the shorn lamb." 



T7EIIY remarkable in Eastern countries is the change from 
the dry to the rainy season. From long drought the earth 
becomes chapped and sterile, with scarce a trace of vegetation 
remaining. When the rain comes, an ina^tant change, as by 
enchantment, transpires. The trees put forth their buds, 
the flowers bloom, and the groves ring again with melody 
and song. An exact coimterpart of this takes place when 
the soul is blessed with the refreshing influences of the Holy 
Spirit: barrenness is exchanged for fertility, the heart becomes 
soft as the yielding sod, sweet flowers spring up everywhere, 
the soul becomes as the garden of the Lord, and is vocal 
with harmony and praise. 
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rPHE liberty of the Gospel is that which truth effects when 
it snaps asunder the chains of error, the freedom to which 
holiness introduces us when it delivers us from the power of 
sin. With the intellect unfettered, the heart sanctified, the 
life made sublime, and possessing affinities which ally him to 
heaven and God, the sanctified soul feels that he is a free 
man. But this liberty has its "law," Tinconstrained, like 
that which links the family together ; unseen, but potent, like 
the sweet influences of the Pleiades ; mighty, but gentle as 
that which opens the spring buds ; a law which, being placed 
in the heart, becomes a spirit of life, a principle of easy, 
beautiful manifestation — a perfect law of liberty. 



■ mi ' 



QPEECH is one of the noblest faculties we possess. "What a 
dreary, dull world this would be without it ! Imagine 
our homes with no voice of friendship, no melody of song, no 
pratlings of little children. Picture our fields without the 
carol of the sower, and the jocund laughter of the reapers. 
Suppose our worshipping assemblies with no audible prayer^ 
no glorious psalm, no discourse of winged words. Think of 
our streets and marts with a silent moving multitude, doing 
business by signs and symbols ; what a melancholy world 
would it be ! But man's voice, beautiful harp of the soul, 
wakens the noiseless solitude, and makes the earth glad with 
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its joy. Through it forms of beauty have their expression, 
and thoughts fall of glory find utterance, and all that is 
tender in man's heart becomes vocaL 

Sad that a faculty so glorious should become prostrated ; 
that what was meant to express truth should be used to 
conceal it ; that what was intended to contribute to our social 
enjoyment should often most effectually mar it; and that 
what, if properly employed, would promote our spiritual 
growth, is now the vehicle of deception and falsehood* 
The harp is still glorious, but an enemy's hand touches its , 
chords, and evokes, instead of blessed harmonies, notes of harsh 
and hellish discord. Christianity aims at the purification 
and perfection of the faculty of speech. The tongue has a 
noble destiny before it. Delivered firom the curse of sin, it 
shall hymn the praises of Jesus for ever. Let it begin the 
song on earth. 



11/ ILL ultimately triumph in the world. An angel of light, 
^^ she has hitherto visited us only to be despised and re^ 
jected of men. Even now, with drooping wing and tearfiil eye, 
she sits weeping. She weeps at the slain of the daughter of 
her people — at the variance between a man and his father, 
the daughter and her mother, the daughter-in-law and her 
mother-in-law. She weeps over Christian opposed to Chris- 
tian, and nation in deadly feud with nation. 

For long centuries has Peace, eldest daughter of the skies, 
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expostulated and pleaded. -She has called, but men have 
rej^iaed ; she has stretched out her hand, but they have not 
regarded; and her prayer has ever been that men might live 
and love as brethren. 

Peace shall yet triumph ; her victories shall . be greater 
than those of War, and her reign universal. Seizing with 
her own hand the flaming torch of discord, she shall dash 
it to the ground, and stamp out every vengeful spark. 
. Then Commerce, delivered from its restrictions, shall girdle 
the world with a golden zone. Literature shall run to and 
firo through the earth. Poetry shall sing her hymns of liberty, 
and Religion, visiting every land, and blessing all nations, 
shall declare the advent of a new and righteous dispensa- 
tion. 



"VTO school on earth is so instructive. A man's spiritual educa- 
tion is incomplete until he has visited it. It has been our 
lot to witness many. We have seen the earnest, mysterious 
look of the expiring babe — ^have sat by the side of the dying 
maiden when her head dropped like a cut lily, and her long 
silken lashes fell, never to open again on earth. We have 
seen the full-grown man brought low, and the aged pass away, 
and our solemn verdict fa, that when the glare and glitter of 
life are gone, and the dancing and the gaiety are over, the 
world's scenes become dim and its voices silent, nothing will 
so support and comfoi-t us as the religion of the Bible. 
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"CIEW thoughts are grander than the infinite expansiveness of 
the Divine life of the souL Immortality is sublime, but 
the spiritual power and advanoement of an eternal life is 
superlatively august. To be associated with all that is holy, 
to be eyer advancing in what is noble and godlike, until the 
mighty majestic soul could no longer be recognised as the 
poor trembling spiiit that once dwelt ii^ this vale of tears, 
the very thought makes us both weep and i-ejoice. 



*I MI « 



TT is only now and then that we see such a man, with lofty 
brow and earnest purpose. Such were Moses, Elijah, and 
John Knox : men knowing their mission, and determined to 
accomplish it. Like one of the moimtains of the wilderness 
in which he dwelt, the Baptist stood apart, towering above 
his compeers equally from the grandeur of his moral cha- 
racter and the illustrious office which he sustained. 

In the presence of John, men felt themselves before a 
mighty power. His noble bearing, self-denial, and unflinch- 
ing faithfulness, his superiority to human aims and ambitions 
proved him to be no ordinary man. The true greatness, 
however, of John's character was his humility. All really 
great men are humble. In the presence of Jesufl, John felt 
himself nothing. A star kindled for a time, he was willing 
to be lost in the effulgence of the rising sun. The friend of 
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the bridegroom, lie was content to stand without, and rejoice 
at the bridegroom's voice, and, as if humility could abase 
itself no lower, he resolved himself into a mere voice, " The 
voice of one crying in the wilderness." Living in the age of 
Seneca, Cicero, Virgil, and Horace, there was not one greater 
than John the Baptist. 



11/ HO ever fathomed it ? Rising in the unmeasured soli- 
tudes of a past eternity, it is from everlasting ; stretching 
far into the amplitudes of the infinite future, it will be to ever- 
lasting. The plummet is not yet made that can sound its 
depths. Our experience of Divine love is at present limited. 
We sail as it were on a sea of love, and, go whither we may, 
the expanse is as wide as the horizon. The child of God 
feels himself, however, no less the personal object of the 
Divine solicitude. So far from being lost in the astounding 
immensity of God's love, it is as if he alone were the indivi 
dual object of Divine regard. 

oral €lJiL 

TEHOV AH could have prevented it, but his character would 
^ never have been displayed as it is now. We should have 
known nothing of the Divine mercy : the glories of Calvary 
would have been unkindled. 
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Who will say, too, that this earth, with its sin, may not be 
the lesson-book of ike universe^ wherein may be read the 
solemn truth that it is an evil and bitter thing to depart 
fi'om the living Grod % Who will say that the spirits of other 
worlds may not pause as they approach our globe, and bend 
with interest over this orb — the theatre of such prolific woe-^ 
and as they pass on their celestial errands are confirmed in 
their loyalty to God by the spectacle of a world so fallen and 
cursed as ours, and thus, but for sin existing here, other 
worlds had been tempted to try the fatal experiment, and, like 
US, become depraved ] 

TS not that dreamy indifierence which paralyses both body 
and soul, extinguishing every spark of manly spirit and 
laudable enterprise ; on the contrary, it is that repose upon 
God, and that belief in Providence which fit us for higher 
advances. It is not your fiissy, impatient men that succeed 
either in sacred or secular things, but those who, satisfied 
with their position, feel that they are for the time being 
where God has put them, and seek to glorify Him therein ; 
who still, however, carry that banner of strange device, 
^^ Excelsior ;^^ who aim at progress, not fix)m rebellion against 
Providence, but from the instincts of their nature, and the 
upward and expansive tendency of those principles with 
which the Holy Spirit has inspired them. Thankful for the 
present, hopeful for the future, bowing meekly before the 
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chastisement of to-day, watching prayerftilly the opportu- 
nities and sunshine of to-morrow. 

Discontent is its own curse. It is the great social Devil, 

* 

the soul's whip of scorpions, the enemy of order, peace, and 
progress. What joy can he have who is ever angry with the 
Almighty 1 who stupidly kicks against the pricks to his 
own discomfiture and pain) What advancement in the 
divine life can he make who regards Gk)d, in the settlement 
of his af&irs, as capricious or cruel ? life has its trials, but 
they are neither obviated nor diminished by fretfulness or 
complaining. Weep we may, for Jesus wept, but discontent 
never yet gladdened the heart or quickened the footstep. 



' tm » 



TT was a lovely spot, set apart as the resting-place of the 
dead. Situated upon a high eminence, it commanded a 
view of the richest city in the world. Arranged with floral skill, 
the quiet walks invited meditation. Around were monuments 
of granite and marble recording the viHues of the dead, and 
the affection of the living — telling of babes quenched just as 
the spark of life was struck — of mothers leaving sorrowing 
families behind — of loving sisters and brethren who once 
smiled and talked as we do, whose bones were cnimblinsr 
below. As we traversed those lanes of mortality we ex- 
claimed, "What an enemy art thou, Death, to human 
happiness!" And the gentle breeze, as it sighed through 
the pendent willows, seemed to echo the sentiment^ and the 
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sweet-scented flowers drooping their heads under the summer 
sun seemed to add " Death, too, is our enemy, for we must 
soon wither and die." Death strikes out the dimple from 
the face of youth, blanches the cheek of beauty, makes the 
bridegroom brideless, invades and scattei'S happy families. 
It puts an end to human plans and purposes, removes the 
wicked from their pleasures, the righteous from their use- 
fulness, and all to the judgment bar. If it is solemn to 
converse with the monuments of the dead, what must it be 
to die ! 



11/ HAT were the deities of the heathen % Mere incarnations 
of power and lust, man personating his own corruptions 
and deformity. The centre object of Christianity is one in 
whom all the forms of beauty are associated, — Jesus, chief 
among ten thousand, the altogether lovely, in comparison with 
whom angels are vile, and the seraphim have no glory. 
Sculpture never chiselled a form so perfect, painting never 
combined features so exquisite, imagination never dreamed of 
charms so transcendent. For goodness of character, for 
purity of doctrine, for illustrious offices sustained with dignity 
and grace, the Christ of the gospel is supreme. He is the 
Divine ideal of perfection — heaven's model man, full of grace 
and truth. "We gaze, wonder, and adore. Throughout 
eternity, it is not improbable that the person of Jesus will 
be conspicuous to the redeemed. In the shrine of his match- 
less humanity, invested with the glory of the Godhead, 

E 
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occupying the throne of universal dominion, and resplendent 
with the many crowns that shine upon his brow, he will 
reign King of kings and Lord of loi-ds. Angels that excel 
in strength will gaze upon him with adoring love, and the 
lunks of the redeemed will worship him, whilst the vast 
concave of heaven rings with the ascription, " How great is 
His beauty." The loveliness of earth is transient; like its 
own golden summer mist, it soon vanishes away. The beauty 
of womanhood, of laughing children, of domestic scenes, of 
rural landscapes, soon sinks into darkness. I know not one 
thing of earthly beauty that has any continuance, and yet 
my heart sighs for beauty that I can love, and which will 
never fade. Nothing around me approaches that form of 
loveliness which, somehow, images itself to my soul. Where 
shall I find that beauty, which, whilst losing none of its 
own charms, makes me radiant too 1 

Man of Nazareth ! Son of God ! Jesus, glory of earth and 
heaven ! it is in thee. 



O ATAN offers honour, pleasure, and wealth upon one con- 
dition — " Fall down and worship me." And men kiss the 
very dust upon his cloven feet to receive them from his 
hands. One man is flushed with the lust of power, the 
inspiration of hell. Satan expunges from his breast every 
righteous principle, and then, paving his way with human 
hearts, and wading through slaughter to a throne, the tyrant 
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enjoys the extorted homage of mankind. Satan is content 
to give him the kingdoms of this world, since he has got what 
is infinitely more valuable, — ^the man's priceless, deathless 
sonl. Another man is absorbed in the love of gold, not for 
the comfoit it brings, nor the usefulness it effects, but a 
mysterious, awful love of the bare specie. 

The bargain is struck. " Make me rich," cries the in- 
fatuated fool. " Give me thy soul and it shall be so," answers 
^e devil. The exchange is made. "Fall down," commands 
the arch-fiend. The man prostrates himself. " Lower still ! 
Fall down and worship me." And now every spark of man- 
hood is expunged, as the crouching slave falls down and 
worships him. A third example is in the pleasure-seeker. 
Arraying himself as an angel of light, and appearing to his 
votary in the form of a beautiful temptress, with a witching 
sorcery beneath her eyelids, Satan stands before his victim 
until he yields, and knows not 'tis for his life. Man ! whom- 
soever thou art, be sure that there is a veritable devil in the 
world. Though unseen, he is one of the spiritual certainties, 
and his name is "Legion." 



* tWt " 



A 



Sgiritaal |wpss. 

IM to be strong Christians. Looking abroad upon Grod's 
works, we see that everything struggles for development. 
This, also, is the tendency of grace in the soul. It is com- 
pared to light, and it must shine ; to seed, and it must spring; 
to leaven, and it must permeate. Want of development, 
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then, cannot be on account of any intiinsic defect in it, but 
arises from influences in the heart, whereby, though it does 
not cease from the soul, it may become miserably weak and 
stunted. 



OOXJL-ENTEANCING words, "There remaineth a rest for 
the people of God." Coming as it were across the sea of 
glass, they fall with refreshing power upon the souL Brothers ! 
let us fight the good fight of feith. There will be no fighting 
yonder. The battered helmet and bloodstained sword will be 
left this side heaven^s threshold. Brothers ! let us labowr. 
There will be no toil yonder, for 'tis the Spirit's whisper, 
" They do cease from their labours, and their works do follow 
them." Brothers ! let us pray. There will be no praying 
yonder, for in those high mansions prayer will be exchanged 
for one ceaseless burst of holy song. Rest ! My soul leaps 
at the thought. This mortal clothed with immortality, free 
from temptation, purged from sin, and made like Grod, I 
shall be satisfied. One could sit down and weep for joy at 
the gloiious prospect. 



/CHRIST'S people are to be as numerous as the drops of 

morning dew. The dew falls in all latitudes and longitudes, 

so Christ's people, bounded by no geographic or ecclesiastical 
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limitSy will soon gem the earth, and, flooded with the beams 
of the Sun of righteousness, they shall shine as so many 
diamonds and pearls ; whilst, lustrous with them, the 
redeemed earth shall become a glorious diadem for his brow, 
upon whose head there are already many crowns. 



TN the town or village where we dwell many are living i;i 
spiritual darkness who need to be enlightened. In some 
desolate garret, cheerless cellar, or humble cottage, one of the 
Lord's crown jewels may be sheltered, as yet imshapen and 
unsaved. 

The Christian's mission to the guilty and the lost is in 
many respects similar to Christ's. " As thou hast sent me 
into the world, ecen so have I also sent them into the 
world" Now Christ's mission was one of personal contact 
with suffering. He went near to, saw, touched, and relieved it. 

Judging from the conduct of multitudes about us, it 
would seem that they thought themselves the porcelain of 
humanity, regarding others as only common earthenware. 
With real Ophelian charity, they would sympathize with 
sin and suffering at a distance, but shrink from personal 
contact. They forget the lesson that '< God hath made of one 
blood all the families of men." 

When we meet the slaveg and victims of vice, we should 
feel that nothing but Divine grace has made us to differ. 
We should feel thai^ but for the same grace, a parent, sister, 
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or brother of ours might have been in their condition, and 
because they were, perhaps, once virtuous and happy, the 
light of peaceful homes and cheerful firesides ; and because 
they have beating within them the same humanities with 
ourselves, — ^but, most of all, because for them Jesus died 
and they by his Spirit may become holy and happy, we 
should feel our hearts drawn towards them in tender com- 
passion, and should consider that we could commit no higher 
treason against our common Maker than by passing them by 
on the other side. By the holy charities of life, then — by the 
immense value of the xmdying soul — ^by the tender yearning 
love of Jesus, call no man or woman common or unclean. 
Aid the helpless, succour the fallen, comfort the distressed, 
instruct the ignorant, search sinners out, and lead them to 
Jesus ; and, if no other reward attend you on earth, you 
shall lie down in the dust of death amid the blessings of 
them that were ready to perish, and through eternity the 
fulness of the promise shall be yours, — " Tliey that he toise 
shall shine as the brightness of the firmament, and they thai 
turn many to righteousness as the stars for ever and ever/* 



■^ 



TTE leaves man's busy haunts for meditation and prayer ; 
"^ let us follow Him. His sandals are covered with the 
dust of the day's wanderings ; His pensive eye is oflen bent 
in sadness to the ground. Sometimes He pauses to notice 
the modest daisy or the lily of the valley, how they grow. 
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And, as His footfall disturbs the mountaiu partridge or the 
brooding lark, He remembers how His heavenly Father feeds 
the birds of the air, which have neither storehouse nor 
bam. Nor can we doubt that Nature in all her varied forms 
was lovely to the man of sorrows. With delight did He 
visit her quiet glens, and stand on her majestic mountains. 
Jesus had an eye for the grand and the beautiful. Every 
acre of the earth was holy to Him, since His Father had 
pronounced it good ; and, doubtless, as He gazed upon the 
yet lingering traces of its paradisiacal beauty, over which 
the tiuil of the serpent had passed, His heart heaved under 
the great mission which He had come to accomplish, and His 
eye kindled at the earth's glorious future, when the great 
woe should be passed — the curse of sin rolled away, and 
beneath the new heavens and upon a new earth, He with 
his redeemed ones should walk. 



■^- 
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ll/ifl are surrounded by a cloud of witnesses. Holy angels, 
and the spirits of just men made perfect, watch us in 
the great battle of life. Our foes are many and malignant. 
We need more than Roman valour. In this strife every 
soldier may be a hero, and every hero immortal ! How 
many a valiant spirit in the world's conflicts has simk beneath 
the hoof of the war-horse, unrecorded and unpitied ! But in 
Truth's battle it cannot be, since the cheer word of the great 
Captain is ; ^' Be thou faithful unto death, and I will give 
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thee a crown of life." We must not exchange the helmet 
for the pillow of roses, nor throw down the sword to give 
the compromising hand to the enemy. We are to fight the 
Lord's battles, and allegiance to our principles and loyalty to 
Him bid us stand firm in the evil day. " I bide my time," 
is the motto on the escutcheon of one of England's noblest 
families. Let it be the encouragement of the Christian. lu 
the warfare of life, Truth miist eventually prevail. It may 
recede for a time, only to return like the sea wave, with 
accumulated force, carrying everything before it The 
approbation of the great Master will make ameuds for alL 
Not so happy was Henry VII. when crowned on Bosworth's 
Field with Bichard's crown, as the triumphant believer will 
be who shall come off more than conqueror through Him 
that hath loved us. Trembling, faint-hearted warrior of 
the cross — ^fight on ! Thou art engaged in no hazardous 
enterprise ; a soldier now, thou shalt be a citizen shortly. 



§t |0ptf«l 

rpHERE is no reason on earth why we shotdd not be so. 
The world of Nature teaches us the lesson. Every day as 
it dawns whispers in our ear, "Weeping may endure for a 
night, but joy cometh in the morning." The fragrant spring 
flowers, too, shaking theii* bells to the blast) seem to ring 
out the sentiment, "Thou who, hast showed me great and 
sore troubles shalt quicken me again." What Nature sings 
evermore, Eevelation confirms. Thank Crod, since the light 
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of Christ's cross fell on our world, the most hopeless, upon 
whom even despair has lefb the tiuces of its blighting 
despotism, may turn his marred, wan, tearful face to heaven, 
and be comforted. The first countenance the intelligent gaze 
of the maniac of the tombs looked upon was the loving face 
of Jesus ; it shed its calm, peaceful light over the surging 
waters of his troubled soul, and filled him with inexpressible 
rapture. 

And if men would only look up into the face of Jesus they 
would be lightened, the cloud of theii* sorrow would disperse, 
as the mist of the mountains when the sun shines upon it. 
Are other faces turned from us ] Let us look into the face 
of Jesus. Are other hearts closed against usi Let us creep 
into the heart of Jesus. Nothing so elevates, fills, and 
comforts us as the love of Jesus. 

TS a dying out from the soul of that carnal nature which is 
itself death to all that is spiritual and divine. In our 
unrenewed state this corrupt principle lives and reigns. 
When grace is introduced to the soul, the carnal nature 
begins to die. Grace, in proportion as it exists, diminishes 
the power of sin, grapples with and slays it, until, at length, 
grace reigns triumphant. Where grace exerts its legitimate 
power, there is a constant dying of carnal hopes and pleasures. 
Christian ! thy body of death is dying. The dragon of sin 
is wounded in every believer's soul, and though, like the 
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fabled one of the poets, when one head is cut ojff seven others 
seem to start from its place, yet the sword of the Divine 
Spirit has pierced his bowels, and his wound is incurable. 
The language of the renewed soul is, — " / die daily. In all 
that constitutes my earthly nature I am dying. Feelings 
that were once life and joy to me, have no longer any charm. 
I carry about with me the half dead body, as it were, of my 
former self, often, alas ! rising in ghastly resurrection, but 
still dying." 

The practical influence of daily dying is to be insensible 
to the allurements of a deceptive world, to have the^ eye so 
filled and the heart so flooded with eternal realities, that 
earth's brightest scenes sink into darkness, and its choicest 
treasures become as the chaff" of the summer thrashing floor ; 
to anticipate every day the gladsome hour when, freed from 
her clay tabernacle, the deathless spirit shall wing her flight 
upward, to bask for ever in the sunlight of God's countenance. 



'•35*- 



npHE gospel distinctly declares it. Its high prerogative is 
to bring life and immortality to light. What the Bible 
reveals, commends itself to the universal conscience of 
mankind. "What nation of antiquity ever doubted the 
doctrine of a future state ] Where are the people now 
existing that disbelieve it % Is it not a belief rooted in the 
depths of man's soul 1 Can we pluck it thence without 
destroying our very nature % Paganism had its Hesperian 
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gardens, Mohammedanism still revels in its sensual paradise, 
whilst the Ked Indian anticipates his happy hunting grounds 
beyond the giuve. False as are many of its adjuncts, 
somehow the notion of immortality would seem to be 
univei'sal. 

It is the sublime mission of the preacher to remind men 
of the undying spirit, and of the certain future, and, in 
doing so, he commends himself to every man's conscience. 
He cries aloud : " Man, thou shalt never die 1" Conscience 
responds " Never die." The Bible has not created this belief 
in the future ; it existed before the Bible ; it would exist 
were there no Bible at all. The Bible simply corrects our 
errors concerning it, and sheds light upon its solemn mystery. 
Man ! to deny the future is to deny thyself, and, if there be 
a future, art thou prepared for it ? 



npHE world is so full of creeds, confessions, and commenta- 
ries, that it is difficult to form the habit of independent 
thought. The visible church, too, is divided into so many 
sections, that the anxious inquirer may be greatly puzzled 
where to find an asylum and a home. May we not have 
created too many human standards % We have Luther, 
Calvin, Latimer, Bobinson, Wesley, and others. We would 
not tarnish the fame of these men ; they are the Church's 
true aristocracy, names never to be mentioned without 
reverence, and to be had in everlasting remembrance ; but it 
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may be a question, whether human names, as associated with 
certain doctrines, have not produced incalculable mischief 
in the Church, eliciting as they have done the old cry, " I 
am of Paul, and I of Apollos, and I of Cephas." 

There is a name above every one of these— -the name of 
Christ, and to be a Christian is to possess a higher distinction 
than to be ranked in the battalions of a party. Every child 
of God should rise higher than his sect ; the various regiments 
of an army are useful only as they can consolidate for any 
sudden emergency, or against a common foe. 



■** 



A COVETOUS, grasping, extortionate collector of Boman 
taxes, evidently hated by the people. An idle curiosity 
led him, as Christ passed through Jericho, to climb the 
sycamore tree that he might see Jesus. There the Spirit of 
Crod found him, opened his hearty and made him anxious to 
restore his ill-gotten gain, even fouifold. It will not be 
urged that there was any worthiness in this rapacious 
publican to attract the Divine complacency. His heart was 
cold and hard as the gold he loved A man, like the class 
to which he belonged, who robbed the fatherless and the 
widow. 

The Son of God went to Jericho on purpose to save this 
man, to detach him from his worldly gain, to give him the 
true riches, to make him who was of little stature one of 
the pnnces and nobles of his kingdom. How the grace of 
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God triumphs in his conversion ! No class are so difficult to 
reach a^ your money-getting men ; the love of gain encases 
them as with an armour of bronze. Money is everything ; 
so much per cent, their only creed ; the dollar is almighty ; 
but when Christ calls, Mammon must come down and lay 
his treasui'es at his Lord's feet. 



gilnnt |ratt 



IIAHAT man wants in a world like ours is peace : a holy, 
divine calm of soul. The surface often ta«^ed with 
tempest, it is well if the depths of our spiritual natures are 
still as the depths of ocean. Amid the din and dust of life, 
it is well if the soul is the sanctuary of peace. la it not 
Chrises own blessed legacy : " My peace I give unto you 1 " 
Is not this the tendency of aU true religion 1 The high 
grounds of delight and the mountains of rapture are often 
far above us, and would, perhaps, be incompatible with life's 
stem realities, but we may walk in the beautiful plains and 
sequestered valleys of peace, with their cooling fountains and 
fragi'ant flowers, and the voice of the Lord Grod amid the 
trees of the garden, together with the holy quiet sense of 
the Lord's presence and mercy. 

This peace is essentially divine. It flows from harmony 
toith God, and is God's own gift to the soul. If aught in 
Nature may be its fit emblem, it is the summer eve, when the 
air is still, and the deep blue sky has gemmed her bosom with 
many a star ; or the sea when it has rocked itself to rest on 
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its pearly couch, beneath the watchful eye of heaven. It is 
the repose of the intellect, the heart pillowed on the breast 
of Jesus, the peace of God. It is a peace similar to wha^ 
God himself enjoys. Think now of all the tumult of the 
people engaged in business and pleasure, — ^think of the conflict 
of nature's elements, the flash of the lightning, the loud 
thunder, the stormy ocean, the rocking earthquake — think of 
the rolling planets, revolving with a rapidity which outstrips 
the marchings of imagination, and then remember that 
Jehovah sits on his throne above all in perfect peace, not 
indifferent, but calm, not impassive, but serene, unaffected 
by falling dynasties and crumbling worlds ! This is Grod's 
peace, and to some extent it is the peace of His children. 
All the philosophy in the world would never make the 
heart happy ; like lightning over modern Athens, it would 
but reveal the ruin and desolation. Humanity's great want 
is that peace which flows from the pardon of sin and the 
smiles of Grod. 



"PERFORMED by Christ were not displays of mere power, 
but pedestals of important spiritual truths. They were 
not done to elicit surprise or vulgar admiration, but to 
embody lessons of the highest practical importance. Hence 
Christ's " wonderful works " appear with a sublime absence 
of all parade, with the calm majesty of omnipotence. He 
spake, and it was done. He stretched forth his hand, and all 
the powers of evil were obedient to his will. The mission 
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that brought Jesus from the skies, was the salvation of man's 
souL At the same time he stooped to lift the curse from 
man's body, and an analogy exists between both. Did 
Jesus open the eyes of the blind ] It was a type of that 
spiritual sight which He communicates by the Holy Spirit* 
Did He unstop the ears of the deaf ? It was significant of 
that spiritual hearing, by which His sheep know His voice 
and follow Him. Did He raise the dead to life ? It was an 
emblem of that spiritual resuiTection, when the dead in 
trespasses and sin come foi-th to life and liberty. Christ's 
miracles performed on men's bodies, like pictures on glass, 
become radiant with spiritual beauty when held up to the 
Divine light, and beheld with the spiritual eye. 



►«H- 



%\t Infirm Mmm. 

Tj^OE. eighteen years she had been one of the most formless 
of Eve's daughters; the most crushed and distorted. Once 
she was straight as an arrow, and blithesome as the morning 
lark. Of all the maidens that skipped upon the mountains 
of Galilee, or sung the bridal song at the marriage feast, she 
might have been the most fascinating. Life was once to her, 
what it has been to most of us, a hopeful, captivating thing, 
and, with swelling bosom and laughing eyes, she entered 
upon its joys. We sigh to tell how her sun went down 
while it was yet day. Her sprightly form became enfeebled, 
her eye lost its wonted fire, the roses on her cheek all faded, 
and premature decrepitude bowed her together, so that she 
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could in nowise lift up herself. Such was the woman whose 
deep misery touched the heart of Jesus. 

Are you young and beautiful ? A worm often gnaws at 
the root of the loveliest flower. Hope and beauty are 
blossoms gathered for the tomb. E;emember that youth and 
charms may adorn, but cannot elevate you without religion, 
whilst piety, having for its casket a crooked body or a 
diseased frame, makes its possessor tnily lovely. Never 
laugh at the deformed, never mock the cripple. Mayhap 
that emaciated form is the shrine of a sanctified spirit, and 
who scorns it, blasphemes his Maker ! 



TTOW inexpressibly poor is mere human sympathy 
"^ compared with the love of Jesus ! Look at yon wife 
sympathizing with her husband amid his ruined circumstances 
and blighted hopes. Does she not repress her own whelming 
griefs, to bind up his crushed and bleeding heart ? "Watch 
those tender parents ministering to the sorrows of a beloved 
child, staying the sinking head, wiping the clanuny sweat 
from the brow, and then clinging with all the tenacity of 
despair to the lifeless form, when the glorious spirit has 
taken its mysterious flight. We have seen monuments of 
manly love and womanly devotion, and have felt how sacred 
a thing is even poor fallen human affection. But it is only 
the imperfect echo of the love of Jesus, the friend that 
sticketh closer than a brother : " His love is wonderftd, 
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passiDg the love of woman, stronger than death, and which 
many waters cannot quench/' Basing from the depths of his 
infinite heart, changeless amid all changes, it is like a clear 
spring overhung by many a branching bough. Summer suns 
do not exhaust it ; winter's cold cannot freeze it. Like 
EUmself, it is the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever. 

lUfXJGH. of mystery invests the Satan of the Bible ; but one 
thing is plain, that he has no power over the mind to 
coT/ipel it to sin. He may stand and present the seduction, 
but he cannot force us into it. Perhaps the most effective 
of his temptations is to lead men to doubt his very existence. 
One of his greatest depths is to make men familiar with the 
sin he wishes them to commit, so that, familiarity having 
softened down its enormity, he may have the greater chance 
of success. In order to bring us into contact with sin, he 
impresses us with a conviction that there is no harm in our 
seeing it. After we have looked at it, he assures us that it 
contains no intrinsic evil, is sinfid only as persons choose to 
make it so j and, if conscience, or the voice of some holy 
memory should rebuke the blasphemy, he then insinuates, 
" Is thy servant a dog that he should do this ] " How many 
a young man has been ruined by arguments like the follow- 
ing : — " Quite right for those who have no strength of 
principle to keep out of harm's way, but my habits are 
formed, my opinions are fixed ; I need not be of the world 

p 
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because I go into it. I know what is proper, and shall do 
what is right. That virtue can be little worth that is 
untried." This sophistry is the first circle of the whirlpool, 
the gentle inclination of the declivity, the disguised depth of 
Satan, beneath which there is a lower deep opening wide 
and threatening to devour us. Touch the toad with 
Ithuriel's spear, and it will appear a devil ! 



-•-•■ 



rPHE earth is man's heritage. "With its colossal mountains, 
burying their peaks in the clouds, and its fertile valleys 
covered with com, the deep dark blue ocean encircling it 
like an azure zone, the earth with its lovely tints, its breadths 
of landscape, its alpine solitudes, its noisy cities, and peaceful 
hamlets, this earth is man's home. I should not be a man 
did I not love it. To me this earth is a sacred spot. Other 
worlds may have their channs, but this lies next my heart 
The gospel together with science is fast recovering the 
earth — ^the one spiritually, the other physically. Chemistry 
is grappling with the earth's elements, and subduing them ; 
geography is reclaiming the earth's continents and seas ; 
botany is searching out and spelling the names of flowers 
unknown to us since the bKght fell upon Eden j science in 
general, busy in our dockyards, or sending our messages on 
wings of lightning, or with iron lungs and breath of steam 
carrying us into all latitudes, is going up to possess the land, 
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and to claim that ancient sovereignty wliicli man swayed 
over creation. " The earth hath he given to the children of 
men. " 



f fee ®nls %tkl 

npHERE is no creature on earth that does not fulfil its 
mission except man ; none but what promotes God*s 
glory except the one that boasts his image. All Grod's works 
praise Him. The song of birds, the lowing of cattle, the 
chime of the sea waves, the sighing of the wind ; all 
creatures, all sights, all sounds, are full of worship. 

Man, once the high priest of creation, the mysterious yet 
glorious link between the material and. the spiritual, has put 
olF his Eden robes, and no longer ministers a holy Levite 
before the Lord. 

QTANDS alone amid the indignant tumult of creation. All 
the creatures look aghast at him, and, but for God's 
restraining hand, would fall upon him to his destruction. 
Go whither he may, he meets an enemy : the meek flowers 
upbiuid him, the granite rocks frown upon him, the whispering 
trees hiss at him, the rolling thunder echoes his doom. 
Sinner ! thou art environed with dangers, with the Holy 
God and his universe flat against thee. 
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TS the fact that men can see their Mends die, know that 
the same destiny awaits them, and yet, having shed 
their tears and buried their dead, can sin with greater zest 
than ever, and itnmerse themselves deeper still in the lying 
vanities of this world ; that they can kiss Death's pallid 
face, and make resolutions for holiness and heaven on the 
coJQSn lid, and yet go away and forget it all — ay, laugh 
with a merrier ring, and tell a smuttier tale ! 



» mi « 



"^ON tried Christian, battling with life's cares, is a true 
soldier of the Lord Jesus Christ. Clouds gather -over 
his head, a host of evils encompass him about, things go 
cross and contrary, but he belongs to the true Havelock 
regiment. His sword is a well tried Jenisalem blade ; no 
coward's hand wields it. Weep at times he may ; but have 
not the world's heroes wept ] Did not Xerxes, and Alex- 
ander, and Titus ? Eaint, yet pursuing, he meets each foe 
with intrepidity, and stands firm in the evil day. 

Poor tried, tempted soul ! weak of thyself, Jesus is with 
thee, and with him thou art a match for the world and 
ApoUyon too. Ere long thou shalt tread the dragon beneath 
thee, every foe vanquished. 
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nnHE unregenerate mind is both darkness and enmity. It 
is not surprising, therefore, that it should misconceive 
and pervert spiiitual trath. Hence almost every doctrine 
of revelation has been held in unrighteousness. Like the ai*k 
of the covenant) God's living truth has often been held by 
the uncircumciBed Philistines; but, though slight^ed and 
despised, it has sooner or later made every dragon fall before 
it, compelling its enemies either to renounce it altogether, or 
submit to its claims. 



^wttMng at %t ^mX. 

npHE inhabitant within is dead in trespasses and sin. 
Wi'apped in the habiliments of death, the soul heeds not 
the knock, which echoes through the heart as through a 
sepulchre. "Behold I stand at the door and knock." 
Hark ! There is a movement inside, the dead soul begins 
to live ; that veiy knock. has carried with it a resurrection 
power. And now the shutters are pulled'down, the windows 
are thrown open, heaven's pure light flows in, the door is 
unbarred, and, lo ! a voice, " Come in, thou blessed of the 
Lord ; wherefore standest thou without ]" Thus is the Scrip- 
ture fulfilled. " Verily, I say unto you, the hour is coming 
and now is, when the dead shall hear the voice of the Son of 
€k>d : they that hear shall live." 
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TS the " Holy of HoKes" in the temple of Bevelation, and 
though we must not rush in with irreverent tread, yet 
since the veil has been rent in twain, the spiritual believer 
may approach with chastened boldness, and gaze upon this 
wonder, so plain yet so mysterious ; but even the Christian, 
as he ventures near, hears the voice, " Put off thy shoes, for 
the place whereon thou standest is holy ground." Predesti- 
nation is a trutL It is the granite formation of the 
spiritual world. It underlies everything. It may be found 
everywhere; but beware lest thou pervert it. Touch it 
not with profane hands, moot it not with vain lips, and, 
when thou meditatest upon it, remember that, like the 
height of the mercy seat, it may not he measured. 



TT lies before the throne. Within are written the history 
and fates of this world with its teeming myriads. It is 
big with the solemn future, and sealed with seven seals. 
That weeping seer of Patmos is typical of an anxious per- 
plexed church, wishing and waiting to know how the mighty 
enigma is to be disclosed, and God's purposes accomplished. 
A voice, as of mighty thunders, asks, " Who is woi-thy to 
open the book, and to loose the seeds thereof ) '' Angels that 
excel in strength, cannot ye 1 Philosophers, familiar with 
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the secrets of science, cannot ye 1 "No man in heaven, nor 
in eart.h, neither under the earth, was able to open the book, 
neither to look thereon." Weep, weep tears of blood, let 
the universe flow with tears, for the book which can alone 
reveal God, and salvation, and immortality, must be for ever 
closed and clasped. So it would have been, but for the 
" Logos," the Christ of God. He came from the bosom of 
the Father, opened the book, and brought life and immor- 
tality to light by the gospel. 



ItMatifftt 

TS one of the secrets of earnestness of character and force of 
piety. Character is formed and piety strengthened in 
secret. Like photographic portraits, the result of spiritual 
light, they are developed and fixed in retirement and secrecy, 
and coming abroad, form living epistles, known and read of 
all men. To be alone, and to feel that only the Lord is with 
us, and amid the stillness to hear the voice of a reconciled 
God and Father, lifts us beyond flesh and blood, and brings 
us into contact with the true and the heavenly. It may be 
called a dreamy phantasy, but never is the soul wider awake, 
never are its destinies so apparent and palpable. 

Solitude is power ! The secrets which have turned the world 
upside down, have been discovered in retirement. Ask the 
philosopher, and he will tell you so. The Christian who does 
not love to be in secret^ has taken only a half step heavenward. 
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TT7ATCH now yon eagle, emblem of the Christian ; she 
has built her nest on high in the munition of rocks. 
Seated on her granite throne, she looks a very queen of birds, 
the monarch of the mountains, whilst with eye brighter than 
the diamond she surveys the world beneath. Now she 
spreads her wings and sails like a ship at sea in the ocean 
sky, she cleaves the clouds and leaves them far behind her, 
as, with unblinking eyelid, she gazes on the shadeless sun. 
But, like a soul borne heavenward in rapt, in holy contempla- 
tion, suddenly called back to what is earthly, she thinks of 
her nest in the rocky fastness, and of her unfledged brood, 
for though an eagle, she is a mother still, and swifter than 
the mountain torrent she flies to them, and fluttering over 
them in the gladsomeness of her joy, folds them beneath her 
feathera 

Such is the emblem which the Holy Spirit employs to set 
forth the love of €rod to his people. " As an eagle stirreth up 
her nest, fluttereth over her young, spreadeth abroad her 
wings, taketh them, beareth them on her wings, so the Lord 
alone did lead him." 

Christian ! God careth for thee ; the very hairs of thy head 
are numbered. Precious thought ! Amid the vastness of the 
Divine concerns, thy Father doth not forget thea The angels' 
song before the throne does not drown thy prayer. 

Does not the eagle hear the cry of her eaglets above the 
thunder roll of the mountains, and with wings swift as the 
lightning which illumines her eyry does she not fly to their 
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relief ? So the Lord hearkens to his children, and is a God 
nigh at hand and not afar off. 

God teaches and strengthens his people. Some of us are 
too fond of our nest We rarely go beyond its downy 
margin. Hence the Lord stirs up the nest, and bears us on 
the wing of some adventurous providence, as the brood are 
taught to fly, that by the forthputting of Divine power 
within us we may be fitted for nobler and higher flights 
afterwards. 

The great end of all spiritual discipline is to develope 
and strengthen the Divine life in the soul. The process may 
be painful and anxious ; we may have many fears and falls, 
but at length we " mount up on wings like the eagle." 

There are regions we have not yet penetrated, fields of 
sunshine in which we have never yet basked, expanses of 
truth and Christian experience at present imknown to us. 
Oh ! for the eye of faith and the wings of love to bear us 
upward and onward. 



» im » 



A PLEASANT sight that, of a happy Christian, whether 

in the humbler or higher walks of life ; one who has 

love to Christ in his heart and music in his soul ; who, 

amid life's sorrows, makes the statutes of the Lord his song 

in the house of his pilgrimage. 

If any one has a right to sing, it is the pardoned, justified 
believer. He can sing when cisterns are broken, and creatures 
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all fiiil ; in the starless night and the dreary morning ; he 
can sing when the world curses ; he can sing on the sick 
bed, amid pain and desertion ; he can sing in a dying hour. 
Nor does his song cease in death. Hark ! I hear him 
singing amid the swellings of Jordan ; I hear the accents of 
his victory song as he gets further from time, and nearer to 
the city of God, as the gates lift up their heads, and the 
everlasting doors open to let him in, and the pilgrim's song 
is lost in the chorus of that multitude which no man can 
number. 



TN our estimate of human nature we must start with the 
principle that none are perfect. The gold has become 
dim, the fine gold is changed. "The best of men ai*e but 
men at the best." There is a dark vein in the purest 
marble. There never were but two perfect men on earth : 
the one soon fell, and was destroyed like a beautiful vase ; 
the other became the victim of the world's inherent hate 
to goodness. Adam and Jesus were types of humanity, what 
it was, what it shall be. 

At present man bears the image of the earthy, grand but 
in ruins, high in nature and command, but a leper, a monarcb 
denuded of his ci-own, an angel stripped of his wings. Sin 
materializes our philosophy, degrades our politics, vitiates our 
morals, and destroys all. 

The most perfect lack one thing; the most secure, Achilles- 
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like, are vulnerable somewhere. It is sad to think how 
much good even one sin neutralizes. How strong we might 
be — what instruments for good in our day and generation ! 
but there is one £edling that belongs to us, one sin which 
more easily besets us ; right in most things, thai acts as a 
non-conductor, stops the current of our influence, and what 
would otherwise be a power becomes our shame. It is the 
little foxes that spoil the grapes, the tiny insects that eat 
into the bark and life of the tree. Great influences are 
observed and palpable, and more easily guarded against. 
The locusts eat what the hail has spared ; the hand of a 
child dislocates machinery that lifts tons weight and moves 
a thousand appliances. '^ Dead flies cause the ointment of 
the apothecary to stink." 



T MAGES and priests of Baal crowded every grove; the 
worship of Jehovah was corrupted by the abominations 
of the heathen. At this juncture the prophet ascends the 
loftiest promontory of Palestine ; there he stands a mighty 
moral power. Looking around him, a marvellous panorama 
presents itself — the spreading sky has not so much as one 
silvery cloud sailing through its measureless expanse ! The 
sea, fifteen hundred feet below, lies calm as a sleeping babe. 
The hot sun has scorched the grass, and caused the very 
mountain to open in thirsty fissures ; not a breath &ns the 
prophet's burning brow. Prostrate on the ground, he agonizes 
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in prayer ; the first paroxysms of supplication over, lie bids 
his servant go up and look towards the sea. The heavens 
are as brass, the ocean as molten silver, and the very sea-mew 
has sought shelter for herself from the heat in the di^ of 
the rocks. Six times does the prophet's servant look out, 
and see nothing save the white sail of some ancient ship, 
reposing like an albatross on the waters. 

The prophet prays once more, and seems as if he would 
shake earth as well as heaven with his importunity. A 
seventh time his servant goes, and now far over the horizon 
a cloud appears, no larger than a man's hand ; gradually 
rising higher and spreading wider, it makes the sky black, 
and Elijah said, " Go up, say unto Ahab, Prepare thy chariot 
and get thee down, that the rain stop thee not." It was the 
first shower that had faUen on Samaria for three years and 
six months. It fell in answer to the prayer of one who was 
" of like passions with ua" Prayer is power. 



i0lr in Ittmamts* 

TN our own world and those worlds that are far above us, 
Jehovah has shown His eternal power and Godhead. In 
every star His wisdom shines. In majestic silence and 
stately grandeur the great framework of Nature revolves. 
Still the heart sighs for a closer contact with Grod than is 
realized in his works. We go forward, but He is not there, 
and backward, but we cannot perceive Him ; and, despite 
what philosophers tell us, we do not see Him as we wish, 
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either in the starry sky or on the fertile earth. The temple 
is magnificent, but where is the mysterious Deity 1 Let me 
see God. The incarnation of Christ meets the great want 
of my heaiii — ^brings Grod down to me arrayed in attributes 
which awaken my love. God manifest in the flesh is the 
soul's highest response, humanity's great desideratum. 



/"vNE lovely evening in May we sat by the bedside of a 
young man on the eve of glory. Through the open 
window came the sweet fragrance of the early spring flowers, 
which seemed for a time to regale the senses and revive the 
strength of the invalid. We sat subdued, whilst on the 
stiUness of that solemn chamber fell the noise of music and 
dancing. It was the coimfcry fair. The contrast was sugges- 
tive. " Do you not grieve that you are prevented by sick- 
ness from the enjoyments of this festive season ] " inquired 
the pastor. " No ! " replied the sufferer, with all the emphasis 
of death ] " let my worldly friends come to me, and I will 
tell them that the world's joys are vanity and sin. I feel far 
happier here on this dying bed than I ever felt in the plea- 
sures of the world," We spoke long and lovingly together 
of the fading present and the undying ftiture, and his spirit 
soon after took its flight to its everlasting reward. 

Young men ! it is no gloomy misanthrope that speaks, 
but one that can laugh as loud as any, who delights in all 
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that is youthful and buoyant, but one who would fain enlist 
you for heaven. Young men I the tree may be felled that 
shall form your coffin, the shroud woven tliat shall cover 
you in the habiliments of deatL Which shall it be — ^Vanity 
Fair with its music and dancing, or the Chiistian's peaceful 
death-bed and the bliss of heaven afterwards % 



%\i Contrast* 

rPHE inspired description of the unregenerate is that they 
are " men of the world, having their portion in this 
life." Their thoughts, affections, and pleasures are essentially 
earthy. In whatever department of life we look, we see 
this truth verified. "They mind earthly things." Of the 
real significance of this glorious life of ours, the Divine 
spiritualities that environ us, the holy, and the beautiful, 
and the true, together with the grandeur of the future, and 
its endlessness of being, its infinite unfoldings of thought and 
bliss, they are willingly ignoi-ant. 

The children of God are just the contrary. Of celestial 
birth, their aspirations and enjoyments are divina Though 
in the world, they are not of it ; their eyes may seem fixed on 
vacancy, but they kindle at realities. True spiritual men, 
whose creed embraces more than the brown earth and the 
blue sky, who are indifferent to life's gewgaws, and are wait- 
ing for something better. 
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Christ abobe i\t gottrint. 

O ALYATION consists not in the belief of a doctrine or 
creed, but in belief on the Lord Jesus Chidst. Take, if 
you will, the doctrine of " Justification by faith," which is a 
prime article of Christian ethics. The mere intellectual assent 
to that doctrine never yet saved any man« Multitudes 
have the most orthodox views of truth, and yet are not saved, 
because they do not believe on Jesus Christ. " There are 
not two suns in the sky, neither can there be two Alexan- 
ders," said that proud warrior. There cannot be two Saviours 
in the church. The man that looks to his creed or doccrinal 
views for salvation takes the crown from the head of Christ. 
The Gospel makes our salvation to depend upon our belief 
on Christ alone^ a living faith upon a living Christ. When 
the doctrines are made a substitute for Him, we say they are 
false Christs, and we cry, " Away with them, crucify them." 



ffee mtm jof lift. 

TXTE stand on the margin of a mighty river ; by a thousand 
streams, starting from ten thousand sources, it is fed, 
and there it rolls onward to the main, carrying on its bosom 
the commerce of an empire ; no power on earth can stop 
its course, as in its calm omnipotence it sweeps all before 
it. So with the current of human affairs ; slowly, solemnly, 
and inevitably it passes away. Where are our yesterdays ] 
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where are the stage actors that made the very rafters ring — 
Ganick and Grimaldi 1 Where the preachers that electi-ified 
thousands — ^Whitfield and Chalmers ] Where the statesmen 
wise in council and bold in action — Pitt and Peel ? Where 
the sages that discovered the laws of nature and of mind — 
Newton and Locke ] Where the poets whose songs were a£ 
stray notes from the skies — Milton, Cowper, and Words- 
worth ] The dust of death gathers upon them ; their hatred, 
and love, and ambition lie buried in the tomb. The tide of 
time rises and sweeps earth's mightiest ones to oblivion. 
Happy they who, in the ark of God, are floating over deso- 
lation and death to glory, honour, immortality, and eternal 
life! 



» ttii ' 



|0to tu toe k Ittstifiti ? 

TniFTEEN hundred years before Christ an impoitant 
question was proposed, which has in all ages perplexed 
the wisest and best of men — " How can man be just with 
God 1 " It was felt that man was guilty ; but how his guilt 
was to be pardoned, and man restored to his Maker's favour, 
was the great problem which the imited sagacity of ages 
failed to solve. The Philosopher tried ; he discoursed much 
on the dignity of virtue and the law of morals ; he lived 
temperately, and, by abstinence from popular vices, hoped to 
secure the wished-for blessing, but his heart was still an 
aching void, and his sin remained unpurged. The People 
tried. They came before God with " thousands of rams and 
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ten thousands of rivers of oil — they gave their firstborn for 
their transgressions, the fruit of their body for the sin of 
their soul," but the conscience was still uncleansed, Jehovah 
unpropiolated, and the question unsolved, " How can man be 
just with God 1 " The Recluse tried. He went far from 
the haunts of men, clothed his flesh in sackcloth, ate bitter 
herbs, dwelt in a solitary cave, and tried to make Heaven 
his debtor by weary works and self-mortification ; but the 
heart was still soiTOwful and the soul defiled. The music of 
the gospel is thcU we are justified freely by tli£ grace of God^ 
through Jesus Christ 

Which is better — the crazy, cumbrous machinery of works, 
or Grod's free gift ? A laborious pulling-up of the bucket 
full of sand, or the water of life, without money and with- 
out price ? 



liTOST marvellous was the triumph of faith when he recog- 
nised the Kingship of our Lord. He prayed to be 
remembered when Christ came into his " kingdom^ His 
faith triumphed over the scenes of the Saviom**s deep 
humiliation : looking fiirther than the cross, his eye kindled 
upon the crown which Christ would soon wear : he saw 
beyond Christ's death and resurrection, and beheld him 
seated at the right hand of the throne of God, — ^the monarch 
of a kingdom greater than that of the Caesars. 

Earnestly did he desire to become a subject of that kingdom, 

G 
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yet it seemed too presumptuous a hope for one who had been 
so obnoxious to human government: therefore, with unfeigned 
humility, he asked, not to sit on the right hand of Christ, 
not to occupy any post of prominence or dignity, but simply 
to be remembered — to have a thought in the mind, if not a 
place in the affections of Heaven's Monarch. 

" Remember me /" As though he had said, " Think what 
a sinner I have been, and pardon mine iniquity, for it is great 
— ^think of the depth of that ignominy to which thou didst 
stoop, that such as I am might be saved, and make me thy 
humble but loving subject — think of thy merciful mission 
to our world ; and if thou canst not help me now, when thou 
hast accomplished thy bloody baptism, and dost take to 
thyself thy great power and reign, pity the soul of one who, 
however deep his guilt, dies in firm dependence upon thy 
blood and sacrifice." 

Where is he, once branded as thief and malefactor 1 Seek 
him not in the abodes of the lost. High on a celestial seat, 
bedight with pearls, he shines a sun in the firmament of 
glory, a living, lasting, glorious monument of the sovereignty 
of Divine grace in a dying hour. 



* 



TS an active, utilitarian one. The din of trade falls on our 

ears everywhere. Commerce builds her factories — ^lifts 

up her ten thousand voices in the sjireets — sends her ships 

into all seas ; the goal of to-day, being the starting-point of 
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to-morroW. It is sublime to live in this intellectual, working 
age. We walk in the midst of great men every day : we have 
had philosophers of wider grasp ; orators of vaster power ; 
poets of sublimer imagination ; logicians of subtler acumen, 
but perhaps the world never saw talents so widely diffused. 

Are we to be pigmies in a land of giants 1 Are we to 
skulk away our time amid energies so intense 1 Are we to 
fold our talent in a napkin, when by trading with it we 
might multiply it tenfold 1 Nay ! Let us enlist in the noble 
army of workers ; let us determine to be and do something 
that will give a tone to our age, and sta-mp some feature on 
our generation. 



■ mi * 



T OYE is the great life-charm, the sunshine of our homes, 
the cement of our hearts. Dost thou tell me that those 
whom I love will soon vanish away ] Be it so — I will still 
love ; ** for better to have loved and lost, than never to have 
loved at all." Do I love the flower less because the winds of 
autumn will soon scatter its beauty ] Alas 1 my gaze is all 
the more fond, my sigh all the more deep, because I cannot 
stay its loveliness. In a world so full of selfishness, human 
affection shines upon it like the sunbeams upon the snow. 

Love in the creature, however, is but the dim shadow, of 
which Jesus is the substance. Love's romance never pictured 
such wonders as cluster around his cradle and cross. Jesus, 
in his humiliation, labours, sacrifice, and death, combines 

G 2 
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eveiy phase and fonn of love — womanly tenderness and 
masculine power, the love of sister, brother, friend, all united 
in one holy and mysterious combination. His was love 
stronger then death, and which many waters could not 
quench. 



Strirag in (ioJr* 

TT is no wonder that, without Grod, men become chafed and 
restless, and even cut short existence, either by hemp 
or steel, under the pressure of sorrow and duty. The mind 
was meant to derive its elasticity from Grod. It is no wonder, 
then, that when men forsake God the spring should become 
tangled or snap asunder. What are all the expedients of 
human pleasure, but so many abortive attempts to be 
happy without Grod 1 When the heart is sad, our only refuge 
is the bosom of our Heavenly Father. ' Hapless wanderer ! 
with aching brow and bleeding heart, whose joys are feigned 
and whose smiles are painted, wouldst thou be made happy % 
Sighest thou for a peace which the world cannot bestow % 
God alone is thy joy and strength. Drink thou from the 
celestial fountain. Look up as a loving cliild, and say, " Lord, 
help Thy feeble one : be Thou the nerve of my hand, the 
light of my understanding, and the peace of my heart" Do 
this, and thou shalt be strong. 
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/COMMERCE is not so sordid and vile, but slie may enter 
the temple to lay her riches upon the altar. Religion 
is not so spiritual, but she may walk unpolluted through the 
-world's mai-ts and exchanges. Hand in hand they are to 
elevate, sanctify, and bless our common humanity. Next to 
piety, nothing is more ennobling than labour. All occupa- 
tion is honourable. The Christian that sweeps a crossing 
serves Grod as much as Gabriel, and is as glorious in God's 
eye as the cherubim that bow before His throne. All that 
is wanted is to fling around labour the consecration of piety 
and it immediately becomes invested with superlative worth. 
Piety turns ever3rthing it touches into gold. Without reli- 
gion labour is a woful bondage, a bitter, grinding drudgery ; 
but, transfused with holy principles, and sustained by faith 
in God, our burdens become light. 

' Sad, indeed, is the present state of commercial morality. 
The excessive competition, cold selfishness, and eager haste 
to get rich, are things which every spiritual mind must 
r^ard with sorrow. Happy will be our world when it shall 
present the picture of the Prophet, and " Holiness to the 
Lord 1 " shall be inscribed upon the bells of the horses. The 
first effect would be to unite the employer and employed in a 
bond of mutual interest, the one no longer a grinding tyrant, 
the other lifted above a mere hireling. The chasm between 
the operative classes and the capitalists would be bridged 
over, and feelings of respect and esteem reciprocated. 
Then trade would be distinguished by whatsoever things 
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are honest, whatsoever things are lovely and of good repoi-fc. 
All men would be prosperous in proportion to their efforts, 
and their loyalty to principle. Contentment, so long a 
stranger to the homes of men, would spread over our dwell- 
ings her downy wings ; every man would sit under his own 
vine and fig-tree, none daring to make him afraid. 

War, too, that moral plague-spot — that exhausting, bloody 
cancer, would be abolished ; and nation entering into treaty 
with nation, would beat their swords into ploughshares, and 
their spears into pruning-hooks ; declarations of war wotdd 
be supei-seded by bills of lading ; and, hand in hand with 
Commerce, Religion would walk our earth, an angel of 
light, to bless the nations with her smile, and to enrich them 
with her lasting benefits. 

This is not a fancy of the brain. It is the burden of a 
thousand prophecies. "The mouth of the Lord God hath 
spoken it, and all flesh shall see it together." 



A N idler in the vineyard is worse than nothing : he hinders 
better men ; he wears the Lord^s livery, but will not do 
the Lord's work. What are you doing for Christ ? What 
footprints are you leaving on the sands of time 1 What 
stirring thoughts are you uttering in the ear of your genera- 
tion *? What noble works show themselves forth in you % 
Some people speak of their inability as if they were proud of 
it, — as if it were a wonderful sign of their Christian humility. 
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Talk about weakness, when Omnipotence is enlisted on our 
side ! God never asks ns to do anything for Him without 
giving us the ability to perform it. The fact is, that strength 
is given to the willing mind ; and Christ says to each of us, 
as he did to the man in the gospel, " Stretch forth thine 
hand." The hand was given us to work, no less than the 
brain to think ; and religion lifts our service above the 
drudgery of the slave, into the sphere of noble doing for 
Ck)d. 

"Work, as the ground of salvation, is a pernicious and fatal 
delusion ; but work, as the forth-putting of powei*s liberated 
by the Divine Spirit, and consecrated to the service of God, 
is man's sublimest mission, his noblest earthly heraldry, and 
a blessed preparation for heaven. 

f |t Christian's fffje. 

TT towers far beyond himself. Standing on the rock, and 
looking far up within the veil, he gazes with rapture 
upon visions of the holy and the blessed No idle phantasy, 
but a Kvely, blessed hope. Beautiful star, to guide our bark 
across the sea of time ! Inexhaustible cruse, to strengthen 
our fainting spirits ! Venerable staff of our weary pilgrimage ! 
It was Abraham^s light when he left the land of ChaiTan 
not knowing whither he went : the solace of Moses when he 
refused to be called the son of Pharaoh's daughter, choosing 
leather to suffer affliction with the children of God. It was 
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David's song in the house of his pilgrimage. It tuned the 
lyre of Habakkuk when the fig-tree did not blassom, and 
there was no herd in the stall The hopes of the world are 
like May blossoms, that fall from the tree after the biting 
frost. The Christian's hope, however, amid summer sun- 
shine and winter's cold, is the same bright and beautiful 
thing, a thing of life and of heaven. And, when everything 
else fades, and earth's brightest gloiy dissolves as the golden 
mist, the Christian's hope will remain, its base resting upon 
the oath and promise of God, its top refulgent with a bap- 
tism of eternal glory. 



■« illi « 



rpHE death of Christ is a fact invested with intense gloiy ; 
but the glory which surroimds the cross is eclipsed by 
the surpassing splendour which irradiates the sepulchre. . At 
the cross we see the dreadful nature of sin and the inflexi- 
bility of Divine justice : at the sepulchre we read, in the 
light of our risen Lord, sin's full pardon, and the complete 
satisfaction of God's holy law. At the cross we weep ; at 
the sepulchre we rejoice. Blessed cross ! glorious sepulchre ! 
For three days the illustrious captive lay in the bonds of 
death ; but the prey must be snatched from the mighty, and 
the lawful captive delivered. It was impossible that Christ 
could be holden of death. Essential life must burst the 
adamantine gates ; nor could all hell prevent his lise. See ! 
He casts aside the cerements of the grave : no longer does 
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He need the white linen in which womanly affection had 
wrapped him ; the ointment and spices are unnecessary. 
Open, thou sealed stone ! Avaunt, ye Koman guards, and let 
the conqueror come forth ! Faith's eye watches that burst- 
ing tomb, and, surveying her rising Lord, exclaims, " I know 
that my Redeemer livetL" 

Christ's risen life is the source of the believer's spiritual 
life : " Because T live ye shall live also." A corpse never yet 
produced life, neither could a dead Chiist quicken or sustain 
the soul. Our great sin is, that we so seldom realize our 
union to a risen Saviour. "We have enough of dead creeds 
and dead Christs. The way of life is cumbered with them, 
as Ezekiel's valley of old; but they never yet quickened 
man's soul, or raised it from its death of trespasses and sin. 
Dead the soul must ever remain, until it comes into contact 
with the resurrection and the life ; then it moves, it wakens, 
it rejoices ! 

What is religion to you ? A mere bundle of human 
opinions ? — a symmetrical form of doctrine ? — a fashionable 
complaisance 1 If it is nothing more, it is of all vanities 
the most vain. The divine ideal of religion is faith in a 
risen, living Christ. 



faal. 

TT is a noble sight) in this world of ours, to behold a man 

making sacrifices for truth and principle; and, when 

those sacrifices are made for Christ's sake, that noble sight 
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becomes sublime. It lets the world see that there is some- 
thing infinitely transcending what are called material interests j 
that position, wealth, and fame are subordinate to the higher 
sovereignty of what is right ancj true. Such a one was Paul. 
Just contemplate the glorious apostle : his prejudices and 
prospects were as dear to him as to any of us. He was no 
narrow cjmic scowling on the amenities of life. There was 
everything about him, as a man, to induce worldly com- 
pliance. But he conferred not with flesh and blood; the 
glare of life could not blind his sense of duty, nor could its 
lying flatteries seduce him from loyalty to Christ. He bowed 
before the majesty of the truth. He felt it was a little thing 
to be poor, if he were only a Christian ; little to be an out- 
cast from the hearts and homes of men, if only assured of 
the love of Jesus. Hence, what things were gain to him be 
counted loss for Christ. 

Paul's eye kindled upon the reward that awaited him. 
His heart throbbed with a true enthusiasm. He sought 
honour, immortality, and eternal life. Was he to barter 
these for the gewgaws of this time state ] Was he to throw 
away the pearl, and grasp the pebble 1 Men might call him. 
insane, to give up a certainty for an uncertainty, as they are 
pleased to call it ; but who has not been deemed mad, from 
Christ downwards, when the soul and eternity have been 
regarded as supreme ? Real insanity is to cling to things 
that perish in the using, to marry immortality to death, and 
to live as though the soul were a myth, and the future a 
delusive dream. Paul was no such fool as this. Eternity's 
fiill orb rose upon his vision in all its solemn significance, 
and, as he caught the first beams of its glorious light, he 
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cotdd say, " Yea, doubtless, and I count all things but loss 
for the excellency of Christ Jesus my Lord, for whom I have 
suffered the loss of all things, and do count them but dung 
that I may win Christ." 

The apostle presents us with the high example of a man 
living for spuitual purposes and with eternity before him. 
What is life to us ? To make it consist in the vapid joys of 
the ungodly ; to sum it all up in fashionable visits from one 
to another, and in the heartless, lying compliments of society j 
to resolve it into marrying and being given in marriage ; to 
imagine that this is worthy of the soul's powers is the saddest, 
most fatal delusion of all. It is well to be reminded of the 
spirituality of our nature. Success is not everything ; neither 
does a man's life consist in the abundance of things which he 
hath. Far from despising these things, we value them in 
their proper place ; but in relation to the future they are 
only bubbles on the stream — the white surf tossed up by the 
great waves of eternity. 

-*- 



k 



LL life is derived from (Jod. Seest thou aught that 
possesses it 1 Thou seest a greater wonder than the 
shining sun or the starry firmament. Tread not rashly upon 
a worm, extinguish not wantonly the life of an insect, for 
.that tiny life is mysterious and divine. " With Thee is the • 
fovmtain of li/e.^* Sublime conception 1 Look upon yon 
fountain sending its crystal jets into the air, tinted with all 
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the hues of the rainbow ! How beautiftil the filing spray 
and bubbling waters ! So life comes forth from God as its 
inexhaustible fountain. He is its source and sustainer, ever 
sending it forth in ten thousand streams of interest and 
beauty. It issues from Him as from aa infinite reservoir, 
and floods the univei'se. As creation goes on, life is being 
produced and reproduced by its beneficent author. 

Life's highest manifestation is the spiritual life of the 
sovlj when quickened frx)m its natural death, bom again, 
raised into newness of life, its enmity transformed to love, 
and all its powers turned Godward. Those gracious mani- 
festations, too, which the believer experiences, when faith is 
strong, and love's flame burns high, and the soul is flooded 
with the glory of the better land ; all are the whelmings up 
of the fountain of life in the soul. Our ideas of vigour, 
enjoyment, progression, beauty, have their noblest develop- 
ment in the spiritual life of the souL 



TT is God's mercy that we are not frdly acquainted with our 
depravity. God hides us from ourselves, lest the sight 
should overwhelm us. It is only now and then that we see 
our corruption, and even then there is always a lower deep 
than the one exposed to our view — ^greater abominations than 
are already disclosed. No man knows, fully, what is within 
him, nor what gigantic deeds of sin he might commit, but 
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for the restraining grace of God. Let us, then, be thankful 
that, whilst sometimes sin is set in the light of our counte- 
nance, the revelation is always tempered. Hell, only, is the 
full disclosure of sin. There, alone, it has its disastrous, 
damning efflorescence. There, having conceived, it brings 
forth death. 

The first step in religion is conviction of sin ; it is only 
when men lie condemned under the sense of sin that they 
will seek Christ. And no language can describe the feeling 
when the soul obtains pardon through Christ. It is like 
passing from the convict's cell to the monarch's palace. The 
Gospel's grand design is to reveal Jesus as a sin pardoner, in 
all the fulness of His grace and infinite willingness to save. 
Blessed revelation of sin, if it leads us to Christ ; if we find 
pardon in His wounds, and cleansing in His blood ; if, in the 
soft light of His cross, we can read, " Thy sins be forgiven 
thee ! " 



f arbwt 

rpiME and tide wait for no man, neither do the seasons. 
Following in their solemn march, they speak of the 
flight of time, and bring to our hearing whisperings from 
the eternal world. How many harvests some of us have seen ! 
With what glowing delight and gratitude have we gazed on 
the golden com ! But did it ever occur to us, " Where are 
those who reaped those fields before us 1 Where those who 
once dwelt in yonder homesteads, and blew the harvest horn 



94 The True and Beautiful 

on the echoing hills ? Death, the great reaper, has garnered 
them away. 

What is this world but a great hai-vest field 1 To some 
extent, virtue and vice have their respective ingathering 
here. What is good develops itself in multiplied forms of 
goodness ; what is evil reproduces a rank luxuriance of evil. 
Heaven and hell, realities of the future, have their images 
in the present dispensation, and all the world over " That 
which a man soweth that shall he also reap." 



%\t Gaining f imt. 



STANDING upon thought's lofty pedestal, and regarding 
the seething world around us, how insignificant it 
appears, when viewed in the solemn light of the future ! Its 
prizes how empty ; its losses how insignificant ; its pleasures 
how infatuated and vain ! Yet how anxious we are in the 
midst of all ! How we watch the toss of the penny which 
decides our fate, rejoicing like children if the biuzen coin be 
ours, weeping like cowards if we lose ; while Death, smiling 
at our folly, steps into the ring, and hushes for ever our 
noisy play ! If life, then, is but an uncertain game, in which 
the worst oftenest win, let us cultivate that heavenly serenity, 
which, whilst it best fits us for the duties and trials of life, 
lifts us above its follies. 

Our life here is the opportunity to form a character which 
we shall carry with us into eternity — our moulding season ; 
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and, in the main, as a man is here, he will be hereafter. 
What of the true and beautiful he has imbibed here, he will 
cany with him yonder, and it will live evermore. Time is 
the great gaining season ; that lost, everything is lost. Now, 
the intellect is to be filled with stores of knowledge, the heart 
furnished with right principles, the character invested with 
an immortal, divine beauty ; and thus it is to be meetened 
for the nobility and grandeur of its everlasting home. All 
this is to done now, not after death, amid the active duties 
of this living, bustling world. Our souls are to grow in 
strength, fragrance, and beauty amid the rockings of the 
storm, and the loud blow of this world's tempests. 



rpHE fairest emblem of grace in the soul is "Light." Not 
half so beautiful is the light of the sun, covering all 
with its golden glory, as divine grace shining into the soul, 
giving the light of the knowledge of the glory of God in the 
face of Jesus Christ the Saviour. Waking up in the joyous 
ness of its fresh being, and exercising powers before stunted 
or altogether absent, no wonder the soul should revel in the 
bliss of its new existence. To what shall we compare it ? 
It is the cold corpse revivified with life ; it is the chrysalis 
bursting its shell, and floating in the summer sunshine ; it 
is the eagle soaring into realms of unclouded day. 

Christianity is a science. It enters the soul as light. 
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shining more and more unto the perfect day. True, there 
are many things which our unaided faculties cannot compre- 
hend, yet our faculties find noble exei-cise m their contempla- 
tion, and, assisted by the Holy Spirit, we are capable of 
grasping the highest and holiest truths. What progress are 
we making in the divine life 1 Are we ascending greater 
heights and entering ampler expanses ? There is no more 
despicable buUder than he who only lays the foundation j no 
more pitiable bird than that which never learned to fly. 

We must not imagine that we have learned all when we 
have found Jesus. He is the centre ; but there are truths 
radiating from Him wide as the universe. He is the sun, but 
who shall describe his orbit ? 



TT is a fine thing to see a man who knows his mission, and 
is trying to fulfil it. Some people seem to have dropped 
into the world as if they did not belong to it, or had lost their 
way. The Christian, however, feels that he is where God 
has put him, and he goes on his way : instead of wasting 
time in vain lamentations, he makes the best of things, and 
is prepared for all life's duties, changes, and conflicts. Does 
the sun shine ? He thanks God and takes courage. Is the 
day cloudy or the night dark ? He knows that his pilgrimage 
will soon be over. He starts not at transient hardships in 
the way, that leads to purer air, and softer skies, and a ne'er 
setting Sim. 
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Dear, brave man ! In the court or camp, in the palace or 
cottage, in the crowded city or the silent wilderness, whether 
the world applauds or hisses ! he is the same divine hero. 
He goes on his way, and the angels of God meet him I 

Christian ! Hast thou seen these angels % They are all 
ministering spirits sent forth to minister to the heirs of 
salvation. Christian I Thou treadest not a spot of thy 
pilgrimage that is not consecrated by angels' feet. All thou 
wantest is the spiritual eye to detect the footpiints, and 
realize their presence. Mayhap, thou hast already passed 
many an angel unawares ; yet still, in every passing hour, 
and in every sweet promise, and in every bright providence, 
they crowd and cluster around thee ! 



« tm » 



lassing ^toas! 



TS the sad inscription upon everything earthly. We our- 
selves are passing away, too. The world's brightest scenes 
arevisionary : they dazzle for a moment, and are gone ! Earth's 
brightest joy is fleeting as the summer lightning ; earth's 
loudest mirth is like the hyena's laugh among the tombs ! 
The ripest fruit has the wasp's sting in it ; and what is most 
substantial bursts when touched, like the water-bubble. 
Trustest thou such a world as this 1 Thou shalt be thrice 
deceived. Settest thine affections upon it 1 Like the ivy, 
thou clingest to corruption and death ! We sigh for. some 
solid rock amid these shiffcing sands, some bright vision of 

H 
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permanence in a scene bo nnreaL It is to come ; it is in 
heaven ! • The world may smile at what it is pleased to call 
our phantasy ; but patriarchs beheld it afar off, and prophets 
sung it ; the apostles preached it, and martyrs saw it through 
their flame-shroud; and, though not recognized by the eye of 
sense, it is as real as the granite rocks, more sure and glorious 
than the pomp of starry night. Pitiable philosophy, that is 
limited to what is. seen, and temporal : Brief creed indeed, 
and low ! 



11/ HAT greater blasphemy can we conmiit against the 
majesty of God, than to question the providential care 
of our Heavenly Father % Owe we not our being to His 
fiat ? Has not His wisdom seen fit to place us where we 
are % And will He abandon us to despair ? Our simple 
duty is to do what is right, and leave the future with God ; 
to work as men, and trust like little children ; to enter upon 
our daily duty with a calm, confident belief in the veracity 
of heaven. Doubtless, fresh trials and fiercer conflicts await 
us ; but oui* language should be, " None of these things move 
me !" This is not our rest. Our foes are not yet slain. The 
Canaanites are still in the land. Poor coward ! Dost thou 
start at the trumpet blast of the foe ? Dost thou cower when 
the enemy comes in like a flood ? Forget not that an unseen 
hand covers thy defenceless head, and all thy enemies shall 
be put to shame. Look at that tender plant, it is just 
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peeping from the ground, when suddenly a dark cloud 
crosses the sky, and it hides its head under the earth, fearing 
the felling shower. It shrinks from the sunshine, lest it be 
withered ; and is afraid of the frost, lest it should be nipped ; 
and droops its head at every passing storm, lest it be 
destroyed ! We ask, could such a plant grow 1 "Would it 
ever put forth bloom and bear fruit 1 Then, " consider the 
lilies of the field, how they grow." 

Listen to yonder sparrow ; does it argue, " I will not 
build my nest, for fear of the wind ; I will not fly abroad, 
lest the hawk should swoop upon me ; I will not roost upon 
my bough, lest some beast of prey devoiu* me ; I dread to 
meet the approach of winter, lest hunger and death over- 
take me ]" Then, "behold the fowls of the air : for they 
sow not, neither do they reap, nor gather into bams; yet 
your Heavenly Father feedeth them. Are ye not much 
better than they 1" 

Trust in God is sound philosophy and religion, too. The 
times and seasons the Father hath reserved in His own power. 
We know not what shall be on the morrow, and should be 
thankful for our ignorance. The knowledge of the future 
would be a positive calamity — its prospective trials would 
inordinately depress us ; its certain successes would unduly 
exalt us. We may safely leave. our interests in His hands, 
who knows the end from the beginning, the greatest wheel 
of whose providence turns upon the pivot of love ! 

— 4jf — 
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TT was so when Jesus bore its full curse, when He extracted 
death's sting, and transfused the grave with the light 
of eternity and heaven. How poor is the world's noblest 
chivalry, compared with the histoiy of Christ's life and death I 
Never were deeds so sublime, never was a work so gloriously 
accomplished He saw our world smitten with the great 
woe, and came &om the shining realms to roll it away ! Ko 
eye but His could pierce that dense darkness in which the 
human family were wrapped, as in a terrible hell-shroud, 
Jesus came to dispel that darkness ! He only could estimate 
the depth of that abyss into which man had sunk, and the 
crushing weight of that wrath which had fallen upon ns. 
Christ plunged in the lowest depths of that abyss, and 
brought up man, — that poor, blasted thing, which sin had 
destroyed ! And, lest the justice of God should make an 
utter end of him, He threw over man the shelter of His cross, 
and bade him live 1 He flung the load of man's sin far away ! 
He grappled with those foes which held us in a worse than 
Egyptian bondage ; and, receiving death's sting into Hia 
own heart, with His mighty hand He snapped the poisoned 
dai*t, and broke it in pieces ! and thus, through death, des- 
troyed him that had the power of deatL 

Say not that the grave is drear, and dark, and cold. See 
ye not lovely flowers growing there, and, sweetest among all, 
the Bose of Sharon and the Lily of the Valley 1 Dawns 
not upon the tomb a heavenly light ) Lingers not around it 
seraphic music ? And dwells not immortal hope within our 
dead ashes ? The tomb is not dark, since Jesus died. I 
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smell there rich perfume, as if some glorious high priest had 
offered incense there ! I see precious gems and costly jewels, 
as if some mighty king had slept there, and left his treasure 
behind him ! Everywhere is conseci-ated ground since Christ 
hallowed the grave with His presence and glory. Death's 
valley is but a " shadow ; " death's curse a harmless echo ! 
Death's arrow is blunted and broken ! Death is swallowed up 
in victory ! " O death, where is thy sting 1 O grave, where 
is thy victory] Thanks be to God, which giveth us the 
victory through our Lord Jesus Qhrist." 



TTAS been the Church's cry from the first. Varied her 
circumstances, but her cry ever the same. When in 
primitive times she sat alone in the weeds pf her widowhood, 
long and devoutly did she sigh for her absent Lord. She 
looked out of the lattice of her faith, and wondered that His 
chariot was so long in coming ; and, hoping and praying, she 
mingled her tears with her cry, " Thy kingdom come ! " 

When afterwards she cast off the weeds of her widow- 
hood, and put on the pwrpU of the Gceaa/rs, whilst from her 
heretofore tearful brow there flashed the gloiy of a queenly 
crown, she soon found that she had been woefiilly seduced, that 
she had lost her first love, that her white garments were 
spotted; yet even then, in her splendid degradation, she 
thought of the days of her first espousals, and of Him who 
was the chief among ten thousand, the altogether lovely ! 
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and from the mouths of her witnesses and confessors issued 
the cry, " Thy kingdom come !" 

When, in the days of her suffering^ the Church was perse- 
cuted, cast into dungeons, endured unheard-of torments, 
made the sport and play of the cruel and profane,-*— from the 
depths of her horrible dungeon, and from the rack on which 
she was mangled, and fi-om the stake where her voice struggled 
"with the smoke and the flames, she continued to cry, " Thy 
kingdom come !" 

The Church of God's elect doth still cry^ — day and night 
doth she cry ! She thinks she sees the feet of her Lord all 
beautiful upon the mountains ; and, in her mighty revivals, 
she is up to welcome Him ! 

We will join in her prayer : "Oh, come. Lord Jesus : come 
quickly !" Think of the long years of darkness thy Church, 
has passed through. Remember thou the bitter tears she 
has shed, and the bloody baptism wherewith she hath been 
baptized. Let come before thee the earnest, agonizing tones 
with which she still urges her plaint. And, " by the mystery 
of thy holy incarnation ; by thine agony and bloody sweat ; by 
thy precious death and burial ; by thy glorious resurrection 
and ascension ; and by the coming of the Holy Ghost ; — 
LET THY KINGDOM COME !" 
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